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HYMNS. 



^ HYMN 1- CM. 

Jt ARENT of nature, God supreme, 
Thy works are great and good ! 

All nature manifests thy name. 
The sky, the earth, the flood* 

2 Thine is the cheerful day, and thine 

The dark return of night ; 
Thou hast prepar'd the sun to shine, 
And ev'ry feebler light. 

3 By thee, each region of the earth 

In perfect order stands ; 
The glowing south, the frozen north 
Obey thy fix'd commands. 

4 At thy command, the solid rock 

PourM water from its side ; 
And thou didst lead thy chosen flock 
Through Jordan's parting tide. 

5 If nature owns its sovVeign Lord, 

We would obey thy will ; 
And whilst we trust thy faithful word, 
We sing thy praises still. 
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With lay loud name, rocks, h:!Ie, and sea. ; 
And heaven's high palace rings. 

2 Thy hand how wide it spreads the sky ; 

How glorious to behold ! 
Ting'd with a blue of heayenly dye, 
And starrM tvith sparkling gold. 

3 If down I turn my wandering eyes, 

On clouds and storms below ; 
Those under-regions of the skies 
Thy numerous glories show. 

4 Lo ! here thy wonderous skill arrays 

The earth in cheerful green ; 

A thousand herbs thy art displays, 

A thousand flowet^ between. 

5 Infinite strength and equal skill. 

Shine through thy works abroad : 
Our souls with vast amazement fill- 
And speak the builder God ! 

6 But the mild glories of thy grace 

Our softer passions move : 
Pity divine in Jesu's face, 
We see, adore, and love ! 

HYMN 3. L. M. 
Eternal God, almighty cause 

Of earth and seas, and worlds unknown ; 
All thines are subject to thy laws ; 
A/I tbiaga depend on thee alone* 



2 Thy glorious being singly stands 

Of all within itself possessed ; 
Controlled by none are thy commands, 
Thou from thyself alone art blest. 

3 To thee, alone, ourselves we owe ; 

Let heaven and earth due homage pay ; 
All other Gods we disavow, 

Deny their claims, renounce their sway. 

4 Spread thy great name thro' heathen lands. 

Their idol Deities dethrone ; 
Reduce the world to thy commands 
And reign, as thou art, God alone. 

HYMN 4. L. M. 
Before Jehovah's awful throne, 

Ye nations bow with sacred joy : 
Know that the Lord is God alone. 

He can create, and he destroy. 

2 His sovereign powV without our aid, 

Made us of clay and form'd us men ! 
And when like wandering sheep wc stray 'd. 
He brought us to his fold again. 

3 We'll crowd thy gates with thankful songs, 

High as the heavens our voices raise ; 

And earth and her ten thousand tongues, 

Shall fill thy courts with sounding pi*aise. 

4 Wide as the world is thv command ;^- 

Vast as eternity thy love : 
Firm as a rock thy truth will stand 
When rolling years shall cease to move. 



^ HYMN O. r. At. 

X HE spac.iou: fiiinamrnr on high, 
With all the blue olherccd sky, 
And spiingit^d heav'ns (a shining frame f) 
Their great Original proclaim. 
Th' unwearied sun, from day to day 
Doth his Creator's powV display ; 
And publishes to ev'ry land 
The work of an almighty hand. 

2 Soon as the evening shades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wond'rous tale, 
And nightly to the listening earth 
Repeats the story of her birth : 
Whilst all the stars that round her burn, 
And all the planets, in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

8 What though in solemn silence all 
Move round this dark terrestrial ball ; 
What though no real voice, nor sound, 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ; 
In reason's ear they all rejoice. 
And utter forth a glorious voice, 
For ever singing as they shine, 
" The hand that made us is divine." 

^ HYMN 6. L. M. 

JT ATHER of all, whose powerful voice 
Call'd forth this universal frame ; 

.Whose mercies over all rejoice, 
Thixnjgh endless ages still the same : 



2 Thou by thy word upholdest all ; 

Thy bounteous love to all is showM 
Thou hear'st thy every creature's call, 
And iillest every mouth with good. 

3 In heaven thou reign'st enthroned in light, 

Nature's expanse beneath thee spread : 
Earth, air, and sea, before thy sight. 
And hell's deep gloom are open laid ! 

4 Wisdom and might and love are thine : 

Prostrate before thy face we fell, 
Confess thine attributes divine. 
And hail thee Sovereign Lord of all. 

HYMN 7. C. M. 
JuET every tongue thy goodness speak, 

Thou Sovereign Lord of all : 
Thy strength'ning hands uphold the weak. 

And raise the poor that fall. 

2 When sorrow bows the spirit down. 

Or virtue lies distrest. 
Beneath the proud oppressor's frown, 
Thou giv'st the mourner rest. 

3 The Lord supports our infant days, 

And guides our giddy youth ; 
Holy and just are all thy ways. 
And all thy words are truth. 

4 My lips shall dwell upon thy praise. 

And spread thy fame abroad : 
Let all the sons of Adam raise 
The honours of their God ! 



HYMN 8. C. M. 

J^ORD, thou art good, all nature shows 
Thee full and free and kind ; 

Thy bounty through creation flowSi 
Nor can it be confined. 

2 The whole in every part proclaims 

Thy infinite good will : 
It shines in stars, it flows in streams, 
And burets from every bill. 

3 It fills the wide extended main, 

And heavens which spread more wide 5 
It drops in gentle showers of rain, 
And rolls in every tide. 

4 Still hath it been diffused and free, 

Through ages past and gone ; 
Nor ever can exhausted be, 
But still keeps flowing on. 

5 Through the whole earth it pours supplies, 

Spreads joy throVall its parts : 
Lord, may thy goodness draw our eyes. 
And captivate our hearts. 

6 High admiration let it raise. 

And kind affections move ; 
Employ our tongues in hymns of praise, 
And fill our hearts with love. 

HYMN 9. C. M. 

' CxOD is the Lord, the heavenly king. 
Who makes the earth his care \ 
• Yisits the pastures every springs 
Aad bids the grass appear. 



2 The clouds, like rivers raisM on high, 

Pour out at thy command, 
Their wat'ry blessings from the sky, 
To cheer the thirsty land. 

3 The softenM ridges of the field 

Permit the corn to spring ; 
The valleys rich provisions yield. 
The grateful laoourers sing. 

4 The barren clods, refresh'd with rain, 

Promise a joyful crop ; 
The fields with verdure fill'd again 
Revive the reaper's hope. 

5 The various months thy goodness crowns^ 

How bounteous are thy ways ! 
The bleating flocks spread o'er the downs, 
And Shepherds shout thy praise. 

^ HYMN 10. P. M. 

X HE Lord my pasture shall prepare, 
And feed me with a shepherd's care : 
His presence shall my wants supply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye : 
My noon-day walks he shall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

2 When in the sultry glebe I faint. 
Or on the thirsty mountain pant, 
To fertile vales and dewy meads, 
My weary, wand'ring steps he leads. 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow. 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 



3 Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overspread, 
My steadfast heart shall fear no ill, 
For thou, O Lord, art with me still; 
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. 

4 Though in a bare and rugeed way 
Through devious lonely wilds I stray, 
Thy bounty shall my pains beguile ; 
The barren wilderness shall smile 
With sudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And streams shall murmur all around. 

HYMN 11. P. M. 

JN OW begin the heavenly theme, 
Sing aloud in Jesu's name ; 
Ye who Jesu's kindness prove, 
Triumph in Redeeming Love. 

2 Ye, who see the Father's grace 
Beaming In the Saviour's face, 
As to Canaan on ye move. 
Praise and bless Redeeming love. 

3 Mourning souls, dry up your tears^ 
Banish all your guilty fears ; 

See your guilt and curse removei 
CancelPd by Redeeming love ! 

4 Ye, alas ! who long have been 
Willing slaves of death and sin ; 
Now from bliss no longer rove, 

Stop — and tast^ Redeeming love ! 



5 Welcome all by sin oppressed, 
Welcome to your Saviour's breast ; 
Nothing brought him from above, 
Nothing but Kedeeming love ! 

6 Hither then your music bring, 
Strike aloud each joyful string ; 
Mortals, join the hosts above. 
Join to praise Redeeming love. 

HYMN 12. C. M. 

XjET ev'ry mortal ear attend. 
And ev'ry heart rejoice ; 

The trumpet of the gospel sounds 
With an inviting voice. 

3 Rivers of love and mercy here 
In a rich ocean join ; 
Salvation in abundance flows. 
Like floods of mifk and wine. 

3 The happy gates of gospel grace 
Stand open night and day ; 
Lord, we are come to seek supplies. 
And drive our wants away. 

HYMN 13. P. M. 

XjET earth and heaven agree, 
Angels and men be join'd, 

To celebrate with me 
The Saviour of mankind: 

T' adore the all-atoning Lamb, 

And bless the sound of Jesu's name. 



2 Jesus ! transporting sound ! 

The joy of earth and heav'n ; 
No other help is found, 

No other name is giv'n 
By which we can salvation have, 
But Jesus came the world to save. 

3 Jesus ! harmonious name ! 

It charms the hosts above ; 
They evermore proclaim, 

And wonder at his love ; 
'Tis all their happiness to gaze, 
'Tis heaven to see our Jesu's face. 

4 His name the sinner hears, * 

And is from sin set free ; 
'Tis music in his ears ; 

'Tis life and victory ; 
New songs do now his lips employ. 
And dances his glad heart for joy. 

5 O unexampled love ! 

O all-redeeming grace ! 
How swiftly didst thou move 

To save a fallen race ; 
What shall I do to make it known, 
What thou for all mankind hast done ? 

6 O for a trumpet's voice, 

On all the world to call ; 
To bid their hearts rejoice 

In him who died for all ! 
For all, my Lord was crucify'd 
Fot ally for all my Saviour died ! 



^ HYMN 1 4. p. M. 

XIE JOICE, the Lord is King 5 
Your Lord and King adore ; 

Mortals, give thanks and sing, 
And triumph evermore : 

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice, again I say, rejoice ! 

2 Jesus the Saviour reigns. 

The Lord of truth and love, 
When he had purgM our stains 
He took his seat above : 

Lift up, Sic. 

3 His kingdom cannot fail. 

He rules o'er earth and heav'n ; 
The keys of death and hell 
Are to our Jesus giv'n : 

Lift up, &c. 

4 He sits at God's right-hand, 

Till all his foes submit : 
And bow to his command. 
And fall beneath his feet : 

Lift up, &c. 

5 Rejoice in glorious hope, 

Jesus the Judge shall come : 
And take his servants up 

To their eternal home. 
We soon shall hear th' archangel's voice, 
The trump of God shall sound, Rejoice ! 
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^ HYMN 1 5. P. M. 

L^OME, thou fount of every blessing, 

Tune my heart to sing thy grace ! 
Streams of mercy never ceasing, 

Call for songs of loudest praise : 
Teach me some melodious sonnet, 

Sung by flaming tongues above j 
Praise the mount — Pm nx'd upon it, 

Mount of thy redeeming love ! 

2 O ! to grace how great a debtor 

Daily I'm constrain'd to be ! 
Let thy goodness, like a fetter, 

Bind my wand'ring heart to thee : 
Prone to wander. Lord, 1 feel it ; 

Prone to leave the God I love — 
Here's my heart, O take and seal it ; 

Seal it for thy courts above. 

^ HYMN 16. C. M. 

iSALVATION ! O the joyful sound! 

What pleasure to our ears ! 
A sov'reign balm for ev'ry wound^ 
A cordial for our fears ; 

Glory, honour, praise and power, 
Be unto the Lamb for ever ; 
Jesus Christ is our Redeemer ! 
Hallelujah ! praise the Lord. 

2 Salvation ! let the echo fly 
The spacious earth around, 
While all the armies of the sky 
Conspire to raise the sound : 
Gloryj &c. 
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I 3 Salvation ! O thou bleeding Lamb ! 
/ To thee we raise our songs : 

Salvation shall inspire our hearts, 
j^ And dwell upon our tongues. 

Glory, &c. 

4 Salvation now shall be my stay, 
A sinner sav'd, I'll cry ; 

Then gladly quit this mortal clay 
For better joys on high. 
Glory, &c. 

HYMN 1 7. C. M. 
Jb ATHER, is not thy promise pledged 

To thine exalted Son, 
That through the nations of the earth. 

Thy word of life shall run ? 

2 " Ask, and I give the Heathen lands 
" For thine inheritance, 
" And to the world's remotest shores 
• " Thine empire shall advance." 

5 Are not all kingdoms, tribes, and tongues, 
Under th' expanse of heav'n, 

To the dominion of thy Son, 
Without exemption given ? 

4 From east to west, from north to south. 
Then be his name ador'd ! 

Europe, with all thy millions, shout 
Hosannas to thy Lord ! 

5 Asia, and Africa, resound 
From shore to shore his fame ; 

And thou, America, in songs 
Redeeming Jove proclaim I 
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HYMN 18. C. M. 

Jl LUNG'D in a gulph of dark despair 

We wretched sinners lay, 
Without one cheering beam of hope, 

Or spark of glimm'ring day, 

2 With pitying eyes the Prince of Grace 

Beheld our helpless grief: 
He saw, and (O amazing love !) 
He ran to our relief. 

3 Down from the shining seats above 

With joyful haste he fled ; 
Enter'd the grave in mortal flesh, 
And dwelt among the dead. 

4 O ! for this love, let rocks and hills 

Their lasting silence break, 
And all harmonious human tongues 
The Saviour's praises speak. 

5 Angels, assist our mighty joys, 

Strike all your harps of gold ; . 
But when you raise your highest notes, 
His love can ne'er be told. 

HYMN 19. P. M. 
JBLOW ye the trumpet, blow 

The gladly solemn sound, 
Let all the nations know, 

To earth's remotest bound, 
The year of Jubilee is come: 

Return, ye ransom'd sinners, home. 



2 Jesus our great High Priest, 

Hath full atonement made ; 
Ye weary spirits rest, 

Ye mournful souls be glad ; 
The year of jubilee, &c. 

3 Extol the Lamb of God, 

The all-atoning Lamb ; 
Redemption in his blood 

Throughout the world proclaim. 
The year of jubilee, &c. 

4 Ye slaves of sin and hell, 

Your liberty receive. 
And safe in Jesus dwell, 
And blest in Jesus live. 

The year of jubilee, &c. 

5 Ye who have sold for nought 

Your heritagje above, 
Shall have it back unbought, 
The gift of Jesu's love. 

The year of jubilee, &c. 

6 The gospel trumpet hear, 

The news of heavenly grace, 
And sav'd from earth appear 
Before your Saviour's face. 
Tbexear of jubilee, &c. 
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HYMN i<aJ. P. M. 
(jrRATEFUL not* and numbers bring, 
While Jehovah's praise we sing ; 
Hol^, holy, holy. Lord, 
B^ thy glorious name ador'd ! 
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CHORUS. 

Men on earth and saints above, 
Sing the great Redeemer's love ^ 
Lord thy mercies never fail, 
Hail, celestial goodness, hail ! 

2 While on earth ordain'd to stay, 
Guide our footsteps in thy way : 
'Till we come to reign with thee, 
And thy glorious greatness see ! 

Men on earth, &lc. 

3 Then with angels we'll again 
Wake a louder, louder strain : 
There, in joyful songs of praise, 
We'll our grateful voices raise. 

Men on earth, &c. 

HYMN 21. L. M. 

From all that dwell below the skies, 
Let the Creator's praise arise : 
Let the Redeemer's name be sung. 
Through ev'ry land by ev'ry tongue. 

2 Eternal are thy mercies. Lord, 
Eternal truth attends thy word : 
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shoer, 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 

I ¥ our lofty themes, ye mortals, bring, 
In songs of praise divinely sing ; 
irni The ereat salvation loud proclaim, 
ffy And shout for joy the Saviour's name : 
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4 In evVy land begin the song, 
To evVy land the strains belong ; . 
In cheerful sounds all voices raise, 
And fill the world with loudest praise. 

— HYMN 22. P- M. 

Jl RAISE the Lord, who reigns above, 

And keeps his court below, 
Praise ihe holy God of love, 

And all his greatness show; 
Praise hira for his noble deeds, 

Praise him for his matchless power : 
Him from whom all good proceeds. 

Let earth and heaven adore. 

2 Publish, spread to all around 

The great Jehovah's name, 
Let the trumpet's martial sound 

The Lord of hosts proclaim : 
Praise him every tuneful string, 

All the reach of heav'nly art, 
All the powers of music bring, 

The music of the heart, 

3 Him, in whom they move, and live. 

Let every creature sing. 
Glory to their Maker give, 

And homage to their King : 
Hallow'd be his name ber.«ath. 

As in heaven on earth ador'd. 
Praise the Lord in every breath ; 

Let all things praise the Lord. 



HYMN 23- P. M. 

I'LL praise my Maker while IVe breath, 
And when my voice is lost in death, 

Praise shall employ my nobler pow'rs : 
My days of praise shall ne'er be past, 
While life, and thought, and being last, 

Or immortality endures. 

2 Happy the man whose hopes rely 
On Israel's Gdd ; he made the sky. 

And earth, and seas, with all their train ; 
His truth for ever stands secure ! 
He saves th' oppres'd he feeds the poor. 

And none shall find his promise vain« 

3 The Lord pours eye-sight on the blind ; 
The Lord supports the fainting mind ; 

He sends the labVing conscience peace ; 
He helps the stranger in distress, 
The widow and the fatherless, 

And grants the prisoner sweet release. 

4 I'll praise him while he lends me breath, 
And when my voice is lost in death, 

Praise shall employ my nobler pow'rs : 
! My days of praise shall ne'er be past. 
While life and thought, and being last, 
Or immortality endures. 

HYMN 24. C. M. 
Jd ATHER, how wide thy glories shine 

How high thy wonders rise ! 
Known thro' the earth by thousand signs, 
By thousands tiuDugh tke «kics% 



2 There mighty orbs proclaim thy powV, 

Their motions speak thy skill ; 
And ©n the wings of ev'ry hour 
We read thy patience still. 

3 Part of thy name divinely stands 

On all thy creatures writ ; 
They show the labour of thy hands, 
Or impress of thy feet. 

4 But when we view thy strange design 

To save rebellious worms, 
Where justice and compassion join 
In their divinest forms ; 

5 Here the whcJe Deity is known, 

Noi* dares a creature guess 
Which of the glories brightest shone^ 
The justice, or the grace. 

6 Now the full glories of the Lamb 

Adorn the heav'nly plains, 
Bright sernphs learn Immanuel's name. 
And try their choicest strains, 

7 O may I bear some humble part 

In that immortal song ! 
Wonder and joy shall tune my heart, 
And love command my tongue. 

HYMN 25. L. M. 
xliTERNAL power, whose high abode 
Becomes the grandeur of a God, 
Infinite length beyond the bounds, 
Where stars revolve their UlUeTOVLH^n. 



2 Thee while the first archangel sings, 
He hides his face behind his vvings : 
And ranks of shining thrones around 
Fall worshipping and spread the ground. 

3 Lord, what shall earth and ashes do ? 
We would adore our Maker too ! 
From sin and dust to thee we cry. 
The great, the holy, and the high ! 

• 4 Earth from afar hath heard thy fame, 

And worms have learn'd to lisp thy name ; 
But O ! the glories of thy mind 
Leave all our soaring thoughts behind ! 

5 God is in heaven, and Man below : 
Be short our tunes ; our words be few ! 
A solemn reverence checks our songs, 
And praise sits silent on our tongues. 

^ HYMN 26. C. M. 

tl ESUS, I love thy charming name ; 

'Tis music to mine ear ; 
Fain would I sound it out so loud, 
That earth and heaven should hear. 

2 Yes, thou art precious to my soul, 

My transport and my trust: 
Jewels to thee are gaudy toys, 
And gold is sordid dust. 

3 All my capacious powers can wish 

In thee doth richly meet : 
Nor to mine eyes is light so dear, 
Ifor friendship half so sweet. 



4 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart, 

And sheds its fragrance there ; 
The noblest balm of all its wounds, 
The cordial of its care. 

5 PlI speak the honours of thy name 

With my last laboring breath ; 
Then speechless clasp thee in mine arms, 
The antidote of death. 

HYMN 27. L. M. 

JN OW shall our souls with pleasure raise. 
To our dear Lord a song of praise 2 
We'll sing his love, his goodness tell, 
Our Saviour hath done all things well. 

2 With pitying eyes he view'd our case, 
And came to save*our ruined race ; 
He conquerM sin, and death, and hell ; 
Our Jesus hath done all things well. 

3 He undertook to bear our load, 
And bring us*back again to God : 
To fit us with himself to dwell ; 
Christ Jesus hath done all things well. 

4 He will accomplish his design, 
And all things in himself combine; 
No more shall ever they rebel ; 
Our Jesus will do all things well. 

5 His work, how great ! his plan, how vast 
But when it all appears at last. 

It will our highest praise excel ; 
For Jesus will do all things well. 






6 When the creation is restored 
And God shall be by all ador'd. 
How loudly will the triumph swell, 
Our Jesus hath done all things well ! 

7 Sin, death, and hell, will Christ destroy, 
And fill the universe with joy ; 
His love shall then each voice compel 
To cry * He hath done all things welK' 

8 All creatures then as one shall join, 
To shout aloud his praise divine ! 
(As sacred prophecies foretel) 
And say, ' He hath done all things well.' 

HYMN 28. L. M. 
CjrREAT God, indulge my humble clain 

Be thou my hope, my joy, my rest ! 
The glories that compose thy name. 

Stand all engaged to make me blest. 

2 Thou great and good, thou just and wise, 
Thou art my Father, and my God ! 

And I am thine by sacred ties. 

Thy son, thy servant bought with blooc 

3 With heart and eyes, and lifted hands, 
For thee I Ion?., to thee 1 look, 

i]||| As travellers in thirsty lamls 

Pant for the cooling water-brook. 

4 Even life itself, without thy love, 
No lasting pleasure can aflbrd ; 

Yea, 'twould a tiresome burthen prove 
Jfl were banish'd from thee. Lord ! 
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5 ril lift my hands, Pll raise my voice, 
. While I have breatf?. to prfiy or praise ; 
This work shall make my heart rejoice, 
And spend the remnant of my aays. 

HYMN ^9. C. M. 

jS/LY God, the spring of all my joys, 

The life of my delights. 
The glory of my brightest days, 

And comfort of my nights. 

2 In darkest shades if thou appear, 

My dawning is begun ; 
Thou art my soul's bright morning star. 
And thou my rising sun. 

3 The opening heavens around me shine 

With beams of sacred bliss, 
If Jesus shows his mercy mine, 
And whispers I am his. 

4 My soul would leave this heavy clay 

At that transporting word. 
Run up with ioy the shining way, 
To see ana praise my Lord. 

HYMN 30. P. M. 

XN boundless mercy, gracious Lord, app< 
Daricness dispel, the humble mourner che 
Vain thoughts remove, melt down the flint 

heart ; 
Cause evVy soul to choose the better part. 



2 Thy presence fills the universal space : 
Thy grace appears for all the fallen race, 
j O ! visit us with light and life divine, 

Fill evVy soul, for ev'ry soul is thine. 



. 



3 The blessed Jesus is my Lord, my love ; 
He is my krng, from him I would not move 
Away, then, all ye objects that divert. 
Nor seek to draw from my dear Lord my heai 

4 That uncreated beauty which hath gain'd 
My willing heart, hath all your glory slain'< 
His loveliness my soul hath prepossessed, 
And left no room for any other guest, 

HYMN 31. 9. M. 

J. HE great Jehovah reigns 

Upon a throne sublime ; 
And from his own eternity 

Sees the wide waste of time. 

2 This great Jehovah's mine! 

The saint in rapture cries : 
And to this everlasting rock 
My joyful spirit flies. 

3 From this immortal spring 

Immense salvation flows ; 
And with the wonders of his love 
My grateful bosom glows. 

4 His name «hall be ?ny song 

While life and breath are giv'n : 
And this unceasing praise shall run 
Through all the joys of heav'a» 



HYMN 32. C. M. 

The Lord shall wipe away all tears 

From ev'ry weeping eye, 
And pains, and groans, and griefs, and fears, 

And death itself shall die. 

2 How long, dear Saviour, O how long 
Shall this bright hour delay ? 
Fly swiftly round, ye wheels of time, 
And bring the welcome day. 

HYMN 33. L. M. 

How shall I speak th' eternal God, 
Whose.works with wonder here I view; 

So wise and pow'rful, great and good, 

No tongue can reach, nor thought can knoWi 

2 Fain would I mount th' eternal skies. 
And waft a tribute to thy prai.^e ; 
But ah ! how soon my ardour dies ! 
How faint and languid are my lays ! 

S Assist me, heav'nly powVs, to sing, 
Nor let my poor devotions die ; 
And while I strike the loudest string, 
Swift bear it thro' the trackless sky« 

4 Lord, had I thousand harps and tongues, 

A thousand tongues should all be thine ; 
O for a thousand nobler songs, 
To praise in accents more divine ! 

5 How oft I strive to soar above 

And stretch my wings, but strive in vaia^ 
For if from earth I just remove, 
How 8ooa I siak to earlh asa\u\ 



6 'Tis not for mortals here below 

To sing the wond'rous theme of heav'n : 
How little is it here we know ! 

How smdll the portion that is giv'n ! 

7 V\\ wait with pleasure, till my Lord 

Shall to his bosom call me home ; 

Then sweetly sound his praise abroad, 

And see his face without a gloom. 

HYMN 84, P. M, 

JBeGIN, my soul, th' exalted lay, 
Let ej^ch enraplur'J thought obey, 

And praise th' almighty name ; ' 
Lo! heav'n aild earth, and seas and skies. 
In one melodious concert rise. 

To swell ih' inspiring theme. 

2 Thou, heaven of heavens, his vast abode, 
Ye clouds, proclaim your maker God ; 

Ye thunders, speak his power ; 
Lo ! on the Lightning's rapid wings, 
In triumph rides the King of kings, 

Th' astonished worlds adore. 

3 Ye deeps, with roaring billows rise, 
Tojoin the thunder of the skies, 

rraise him who bids you roll ; 
His praise in softer notes declare. 
Each whispering breeze of yielding air, 

And breathe it to the soul. 

4 Wake, all ye soaring throng, and sing ; 
Ye cheeiM warblers of the spting^ 



Harmonious anthems raise ;' 
To him who shap'd your finer mould, 
Whoiip'd your glitt'ring wings withgold. 

And tun'd your voice lo praise. 

5 Let man by nobler passions sway'd, 
The feeling heart, the reasoning head^ 

In heav'nly praise employ ; 
Spread the Creator's name around, 
Till heavens wide arch repeat the sound, 
The general iNirst of joy. 

HYMN 35. C. M. 

J. HOU, Lord, unto my Lord hath said, 

Sit thou, in glory sit, 
Till I thine enemies have made 

To bow beneath thy feet. 

2 Nature is subject to thy word. 
All power to thee is given ; 
The uncontrolPd almighty Lord 
Of hell, and earth, and heav'n. 

8 Come ihen and claim me for thine own, 
Saviour, thy right assert ; 
Come, gracious Lord, set up thy throne. 
And reign within my heart ! 

4 So shall I bless thy pleasing sway, 

And sitting at thy feet. 
Thy laws with all my heart obey. 
With all my soul submit. 

5 Thy love the conquest more than gains ; 

To all I shall proclaim, 
Jesus the king, the conqueror reigAS •, 
Bow down to Jesus' name. '* 



6 To ihee shall earth and hell submit. 
And ev'ry foe shall fall, 
Till death expires beneath thy feet. 
And God is all in all. 

HYMN 36. P. M. 

XjET all the earth their voices raise, 
To sing a lofty psalm of praise, 

And bless the great Jehovah's name ; 
His glory let the heathen know, 
His wonders to the nalionsr show. 

And all his works of grace proclaim. 

2 Great is the Lord, his praise be great, 
Who sits on high enthroned in state, 

To him alone let praise be given ; 
Those Gods the heathen world adore, 
In vain pretend to sov'reign power, 

He only rules who made the heav'n* 

3 He framed the globe, he spread the sky, 
And all the shining worlds on high, 

He reigns complete in glory there : 
His beams are majesty and light, 
His glories how divinely bright ! 

His temple how divinely mir ! 

4 Let heaven be glad, let earth rejoice, 
Let ocean lift its roaring voice, 

Proclaiming loud Jehovah reigns ; 
For joy let fertile valleys sing, 
And tuneful groves their tribute bring, 

To him whose power the world sustains. 



5 Come, the great day, the glorious hour, 
When earth shall own his sovVeign power, 

And barbVous nations fear his name ; 
Then shall the universe confess 
The beauty of his holiness. 
And in his courts his grace proclaim. 

J HYMN 37. S. M. 

JLjET party names no more 
The Christian world overspread ; 

Gentile and Jew, and bond and free, 
Are one in Christ their head. 

2 Among the saints on earth 

Let mutual love be found ; 
Heirs of the same inheritance, 
With mutual blessings crowned. 

3 Let envy, child of hell, 

Be banishM far away ; 
Those should in strictest friendship dwell, 
Who the same Lord obey. 

4 Thus will the church below 

Resemble that above ; 
Where streams of pleasure always flow, 
And every heart is love. 

HYMN 38. P. M. 
CyOME, and let us'sweetly join, 
Grod to praise in Hymns divine ! 
Give we all, with one accord, 
Glory to our common Lord \ 



Hands, and hearts, and voices raise 5 
Sing as in the ancient days ; 
Antedate the joys above. 
Celebrate the feast of love. 

2 Strive we, in affection strive, 
Let the purer flame revive, 
Such as in the martyrs glow'd, 
Dvinor champions for their God : 
We like them may live and love ; 
Cali'a we are their joys to prove : 
SavM with them from future wrath, 
Partners of like precious faith. 

3 Sing we then in Jesu's name, 
Now as yesterday the same I 
One in ev'ry time and place, 
Full for all of truth and grace ; 
We for Christ our master stand 
Lights in a benighted land : 
We our dying Lord confess ; 
We are Jesu's witnesses : 

4 Witnesses that Christ hath died ; 
We with him are crucify'd : 
Christ hath burst the bands of death, 
We his quick'ning spirit breathe : 
Christ is now gone up on high, 
Thither all our wishes fly ; 

Sits at God's right hand above ; 
There with him we reign in love. 

HYMN 39. P. M- 
CyOME away to the skies. 
My beloved, arise, 



And rejoice in the day thou wast born: 

On this festival day 

Come exulting away, 
And with singing to Sion return. 

2 We have laid up our love 
And our treasure above, 

Tho' our bodies continue below ; 
The redeem'd of the Lord, 
We remember his word, . 

And with singing to paradise go. 

3 With singing we praise 
The original grace, 

By our heavenly Father bestow'd ; 

Our being receive 

From his bounty, and live 
To the honour and glory of God. 

4 For thy glory we are 
Created to share 

Both the nature and kingdom divine ; 

Created again. 

That our souls may remain 
In time and eternity thine. 

^ HYMN 40- S. M. 

JN OW let our voices join, 
To form one pleasant song : 

Ye pilgrims in Jehovah's ways. 
With music pass along. 

2 How straight the path appears ! 
How open and how fair ! 
No lurking gins entrap our feel*^ 
NoSerce destroyer there* 



3 But flowers of paradise 

In rich profusion hpring: 
The sun of glory gilds the path, 
And dear companions sing. 

4 See Salem's golden spires 

In beauteous prospect rise; 
And brighter iTowns than mortals wear, 
Which sparkle thro' the skies. 

^ HYMN 41. P. M. 

Children of the heav'nly King, 
As we journey let us sing ; 
Sing our Saviour's worthy praise. 
Glorious in his works and ways ! 

2 We are trav'ling home to God, 
In the way the Fathers trod ; 
They are happy now, and we 
Soon their happiness shall see* 

3 O, ye banish'd seed ! be glad, 
Christ our advocate is made ; 
Us to save, our flesh assumes, 
Brother to our souls becomes. 

4 Fear not, brethren, joyful stand 
On the borders of our land; 
Jesus Christ, our Father's son. 
Bids us undismay'^d go on. 

5 Lord, obediently we'll go. 
Gladly leaving all below ; 
Only thou our leader be, 

And we &tiU, wiU foUow theet 



-^ HYMN 42. P. M. 

' J? AR above yon glorious ceiling 
Of the azure vaulted sky ; 

Jesus sits, his love revealing 
To his splendid troops on high. 

• 2 Hosts seraphic humbly bowing, 
At his footstool prostrate fall ; 
Saints and Angels all allowing, 
God in Christ is all in all. 

3 Could we leave our foolish dreaming, 

'Of a fancied Heaven below ; 
And see Jesu's glory beaming, 
How our souls would long to go. 

4 We should for his day be waiting, 

When the full reward is given ; 
When the glorious work completing, 
Jesus takes his Church to Heaven. 

HYMN 43. C. M. 

And let thisfeeble body fail, 

And let it faint or die, 
My soul shall quit ihe raonrnful vale, 

And soar to worlds on high : 
Shall join the disemboduu ^alnts, 

And find its long-sought rest ; 
That only bliss for which it pants 

In the Redeemer's breast. 

2 In hope of that immortal crown 
I now the Cross sustain, 
And gladly wander up and down^ 
And smile at toil and pain* 



I suffer on my threescore years 
Till my Deliverer corae, 

And wipe away his servant's tears, 
And take his exile home. 

3 O what hath Jesus bought for me ! 

Before my ravish'd eyes, 
Rivers of life divine I see, 

And trees of paradise ! 
I see a world of spirits bright, 

Who taste the pleasures there ! 
They all are rob'd in spotless whit^, 

And conquVing palms they bear. 

4 O what are all my sufiVings here, 

If, Lord, thou count me meet, 
With that enrapturM host t' appear, 

And worship at thy feet ! 
Give joy or grief, give ease or pain. 

Take life or friends away ; 
But let me find them all again 

In that eternal day. 

HYMN 44. P. M. 

A- WAY with our sorrow and fear, 

We soon shall recover our home : 
The city of saints shall appear, 

The day of eternity come ; 
From earth we shall quickly remove, 

And mount to our native abode, 
The house of our Father above. 

The palace of Angels and God. 



2 Our mourning is all at an end, 

When rais'd by the life-giving word, 
We see the new city descend, 

Adorn'd as a bride from her Lord ; 
The city so holy and clean, 

No sorrow can breathe in the air : 
No gloom of affliction or sin, 

No shadow of evil is there I 

3 By faith we already behold 

That lovely Jerusalem here ; 
Her walls are of jasper and gold. 

As chrystal her buildings are clear ; 
Immovably founded in grace, 

She stands, as she ever hath stood, 
And brightly her builder displays, 

And names with the glory of God. 

4 No need of the sun in that day. 

Which never is followed bv night. 
Where Jesus's beauties display 

A pure and a permanent light* 
The Lamb is their light and their sun. 

And lo ! by reflection they shine, 
With Jesus ineflfably one. 

And bright in eflfulgence divine I 

HYMN 45. L. M. 
vJUR Lord is risen from the dead. 

Our Jesus is gone up on high, 
The powers of hell are captive led, 
Dragg'd to the portals of the sky. 

D 



2 There his triumphal chariot wails, 

And angels chaunt the solemn lay ; 
Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates, 
Ye everlasting doors give way. 

3 Loose all your bars of massy light, 

And wide unfold the ethereal scene ; 
He claims these manr.ions as his right ; 
Receive the King of Glory in. 

4 Who is the King of Glory, who ? 

The Lord that alt his toes o'ercame, 
The world, sin, death, and hell overthrew ; 
And Jesus is the conqueror's name. 

5 Lo ! his triumphal chariot waits, 

And angels chaunt the solemn lay ; 
Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates, 
Ye everlasting doors give way. 

6 Who is the King of Glory, who ? 

The Lord of glorious power possest, 
The King of saints and angels too, 
God over all, for ever blest. 

HYMN 46. L. M. 

J. WAS on that night when doomed to know 
The eager rage of ev'ry foe. 
That night in which he was betray'd, 
The Saviour of the world took bread. 

2 And, after thanks and glory giv'n 
To Him that rales in earth and heaven, « 
That symbol of his flesh he broke, 
4^ ^U3 to all his followers spoke : 



3 My broken body thus I give 

For you, for all ; take, eat, and live : 

And oft the sacred rite renew, 

That brings my wondVous love to view. 

4 Then in his hands the cup he raised, 
And God anew he thank'd and praised, 
While kindness in hi»bosom glowM, 
And from his lips salvation flow'd. 

5 My blood I thus pour forth, he cries, 
To cleanse the soul in sin that lies ; 
In this the covenant is seaPd, 

And heaven's eternal grace reveaPd, 

6 With love to man this cup is fraught^ 
Let all partake the sacred draught ; 
Through latest ages let it pour 

In mem'ry of my dying hour* 

HYMN 47. C. M. 

JjET us adore Ih' eternal word, 

'Tis he our souls hath fed ; 
Thou art our living stream, O Lord, 

And thou th^ immortal bread. 

2 The manna came from lower skies, 
But Jesus from above. 
Where the fresh springs of pleasure ri«e, 
And rivers (low with love. 

9 The Jewish fathers died at last, 
Who eat that heav'nly bread ; 
But these provisions which we taste 
Can raise us from the dead. 



HYMN 48. P. M. 

Arise and hall the happy day. 
Cast all low cares of life away, 

And thoughts of meaner things ; 
This day, to cure our deadly woes. 
The sun of righteousness arose, 

With healing in hfe wings. 

2 How wonderful, how vast his love, 
Who left the shining realms above. 

These happy seats of rest ! 
How much for human kind he bore, 
Their peace and pardon to restore, 

Can never be expressed. 

3 Then let our souls adore his grace ; 
Let holy joy and thanks take place 

Of sorrow grief and pain ; 
Give glory to our God most high. 
And, 'midst the universal joy, 

Proclaim good will to men. 

4 Let all in heav'n and earth rejoice, 
Angels and men unite their voice, 

And hymn the happy day ; 
When salan's empire vanquished fell, 
And all the powers of death and hell 

Confessed his sovereign sway. 

HYMN 49. P. M. 

VV ELCOME to me this soft, this silent c 
To pure devotion may'sl thou sacred 
My waking heart, with the returning mo 
Id gratefal praise, my God, Vd raise to 



2 In wonder lost — Ah. where shall I begin 

Or how recount the myst'nes ot thy love ? 
That love which paidons aU atrocious sin, 
The love of Christ which f so sweetly prove • 

3 While thus my days with smiling peace are 

crown'd, 
And lam sheltered in thy love's embrace, 
Oh may my heart with joyful praise resound. 
At ev'ry sacred season, time, and place* 

4 Jesus, thy love shall be my darling theme. 

At early dawn or solemn midnight hour; 
Or when the sun first darts his genial beam, 
Or when he shines in full meridian pow'r. 

5 In blooming spring Pd celebrate thy praise ; 

The varied seasons, as they roll along, 
Shall all bear witness to my artless lays. 
Till I shall join the heav'n enraptur'd throng* 

6 Then shall I praise thee in sublimer strains, 

And learn the notes yon brighter seraphs sing ; 

Shall share the glories of those blissful plains, 

And thee adore through one eternal spring. 

HYMN 50. C. M. 
X^EAR Saviour, let my evening song 

Like bolv incense rise ; 
Assist the oflf'rings of my tougue 
To reach the lofty skies ! 

D2 



2 Thro^ all the dangers of tlie day, 

Thy hand was still my guard ; 
And still to drive my wants away 
Thy goodness stood prepar'd. 

3 Perpetual blessings from above 

EncompassM me around ; 
But O how few returns of love 
Hath my Creator found ! 

4 What have I done for him that died 

To save my helpless soul ? 
And yet are mercies multiplied. 
Fast as my minutes roll. 

5 Lord, with this guilty heart of mine, 

To thy dear cross I flee; 
And to thy grace my soul resign, 
To be renew'd by thee. 

^ HYMN 51. L. M. 

JVlY God, how endless is thy lovet 
Thy gifts are ev'ry evening new ; 

And morning mercies from above, 
Gently distil like early dew. 

2 Thou spread'sl the curtains of the night, 

Great guardian of my sleeping hours ; 
Thy sovereign word restores the light, 
And quickens all my drowsy powers. 

3 I yield my powVs to thy command, 

To thee I consecrate my days ; 
Perpetual blessings from thine hand, 
^ Veiaimd perpetual songs of praise* 



HYMN 52. C. M. 
feiNG lo the great Jehovah's praise ; 

All praise to him belongs ; 
Who kindly lengthens out our days, 

Demands our choicest songs ; 
Whose providence hath brought us through 

Another varied year ; 
We all with vows, and anthems new, 

Before our God appear. 

2 Father, thy mercies past we own ; 

Thy still continued care ; 
To thee presenting, thro' thy Son, 

Whate'er we have, or are : 
Our lips and lives shall gladly show 

The wonders of thy love, 
While on in Jesus' steps we go, 

To seek thy face above. 

3 Our residue of days or hours, 

Thine, wholly thine, shall be, 
And all our consecrated pow'rs, 

A sacrifice to thee ; 
Till Jesus in the clouds appear 

To saints on earth forgiven. 
And bring the grand sabbatic year, 

The jubilee of heaven. 

HYMN 53. P. M. 

V ITAL spark of heavenly flame^ 
f Quit, Oh quit this mortal frame, 

Trembling, hoping, lingering,..flying, 
Oh the pain, the bliss of dying ! 
Cease fond Nature, cease thy s\i\fe ^ * 
And let me languish into life* 



5 Then let the last loud trumpet sounJ, 
And bid his kindred rise : 
Awake, ye nations under ground, 
Ye saints ascend the skies. 

HYMN 55. L. M. 

W HY should we start and fear to die ? 

What tim'rous worms we mortals are ! 
Death is the gate to endless joy, 

And yet we dread to enter there. 

2 The pains, the groans, and dying strife, 

Fright our approaching souls away ; 
And we shrink back again to life. 
Fond of our prison and our clay. 

3 O, if the Lord would come and meet, 

My soul should stretch her wings in haste, 
Fly fearless thro' death's iron gate, 
Nor feel the terrors as she past ! 

4 Jesus can make a dying bed 

Feel soft as downy pillows are 5 
While on his breast I lean my head, 
And breathe my life out sweetly there. 

HYMN 56. L. M. 
JtlE comes! he comes ! the Judge revere ; 
The seventh trumpet speaks him near ; 
His lightnings flash, his thunders roll : 
How welcome to the faithful soul ! 

2 From hoavcn angolic voices sound, 
See the almighty Jesus crown'd ! 
Girt with omnipotence and g;race, 
And ^lor/ decks the Saviour'* s ^^c<i. 



3 Descending on his azure throne, 

He claims the kingdoms for his own : 
The kingdoms all obey his word, 
And haifbim their triumphant Lord. 

4 Shout, all the people of the sky, 
And all the saints of the most high ; 
Our Lord, who now his right obtains, 
For ever and for ever reigns. 



L 



HYMN 57. P. M. 

iIFT your heads, ye friends of Jesus, 
Partners of ^is patience here ; 
Christ, to all believers precious, 
Lord of lords shall soon appear ; 
Mark the tokens 
Of his heavenly kingdom near. 

2 With what joyful acclamation 

Shall the saints his banner see ! 
View the mon'ments of his passion, 
See the marks received for me ! 
All discern him, 
All with shouts cry out — 'tis he 

3 Lo, 'tis he, our hearts' desire. 

Come for his espous'd below. 
Come to join us with his choir. 
Come to make our joys o'erflow ! 
Palms of vict'ry. 
Crowns of glory to bestow. 

4 Yes, the prize shall soon be given, 

We his open face shall see ; 
Love^ the earnest of our he i .^ f r. 



Love, our full reward shall be ! * 
Love shall crown us, 
Blest through all eternity. 

HYMN 58. P. M. 
LjO ! he comes, with clouds descending. 

Once for favoured sinner* slain ! 
Thousand, thousand saints attending, 
Swell the triumph of his train : 
Hallelujah, 
Christ appears en earth to reign, 

2 Ev'ry eye shall now behold him 

Rob'd in dreadful majesty,. 
Those who set at nought, and sold him, 
Pierc'd, and naiPd him to the tiee j 
Deeply wailing. 
Shall the true Messiah see. 

3 The dear tokens of his passion ! 

Still his dazzling body bears ; 
Cause of endless exultation, 
To his ransom'd worshippers ; 
With what rapture 
Gaze we on those glorious scars. 

4 Yea, amen ! let all adore thee, 

High on thine eternal throne ; 
Saviour, take the power and glory, 
Claim the kingdom for thine own. 
Jah, Jehovah, 
Everlasting God, come down. 



HYMN 5P. P.M. 
X HE God of Abrah'm praise, 
Who reigns enthronM above ; 
Ancient of everlasting days, 

And God of love : 
JEHOVAH, GRJEAT I AM ! 

By earth and heav'n confessed ; 
I bow and bless the sacred name, 
For ever blest. 

2 The God of Abrah'm praise, 

Whose all-sufficient grace 
Shall guide me all my happy days, 

In all my ways : 
He calls a worm his friend ! 
He calls himself my God ! 
And he shall save me to the end 
Thro' JesusV blood ! 

3 He by himself hath sworn, 

I on his oath depend, 
I shall on eagles wings up-borne, 

To heav'n ascend : 
I shall behold his face, 

I shall his pow'r adore. 
And sing the wonders of his grace 
For evermore. 

HYMN 60. P. M. 
CxOD is king, ye lands rejoice ; 
Lift, ye isles, a thankful voice ; 
Shout, ye saints, in joyful strains ; 
God^ your God and Father reigns. 



2 He controls the sons of pride, 
Sits above the raging tide ; 
None his mightj^ hand can stay, 
None resist his sovereign sway. 

3 Subjects of the Lord, be bold, 
All his plan will soon unfold ; 
Wheels encircling wheels combine 
To complete the grand design. 

4 Blest b faith, that trusts his pow'r : 
Blest is hope, that waits his hour : 
Let the glorious close appear, 
Haste, great conquVor, bring it near. 

^ HYMN 61. CM. 

DALVATION ! what a glorious plan, 

How suited to our need ! 
The grace that raises fallen man, 

Is wonderful indeed ! 

2 'Twas wisdom form'd the vast design, 

To ransom us when lost ; 
And love's unfathomable mine 
Provided all the cost. 

3 Strict justice, with approving look, 

The holy cov'nant seaPd ; 
And truth and power undertook 
The whole should be fulfiU'd. 

4 Truth, wisdom, justice, pow'r and love, 

Are equally displayed ; 
Now Jesus reigns enthroned above, 
Oor advocate and head. 

£ 



^ HYMN 62. P. M. 

JL HO' troubles assail, and dangers afiri^ht, 
Tbo' friends should all fail, and foes all unite; 
Yet one thing secures us, whatever betide, 
The promise assures us, the Lord will provide* 

2 The birds without barn or storehouse are fed j 
From them let us learn to trust for our bread ; 
His saints what is fitting shall ne'er be denied, 
So long as its written, the Lord will provide. 

3 We all may, like ships, by tempest be tost 
On perilous deeps, but need not be lost ; 
Tho' salan enrages the wind and the tide, 
Yet scripture engages, the Lord will provide. 

4 When life sinks apace, and death is in view, 
The word of his grace shall comfort us through : 
Not fearing or doubting, with Christ on our side, 
We hope to die shouting, the Lord willprovide« 

^ HYMN 63. C. M. 

I^OME, let us join our cheerful songs 

With angels round the throne. 
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues ; 

But all their joys are one. 

2 Worthy the Lamb, that died, they erf, 

To be exalted thus ; 
Worthy the Lamb our hearts reply, 
For he was slain for us. 

3 Jesus is worthy to receive 

Honour and pow'r divine ; 
And blessings more than we can give. 
Be, Lord, for «ver thine* 



4 The whole creation join in one, 
To bless the sacred name 
Of him that sits upon the throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. 

_ HYMN 64. P. M. 

JKlSEy my soul, and stretch thy wings, 

Thy better portion trace ; 
Rise from transitory things, 

Towards heaven, thy native place : 
Sun and moon, and stars decay, 

Time shall soon this earth remove ; 
Rise, my soul, and haste away 

To seats prepar'd above. 

2 Rivers to the ocean run, 

Nor stay in all their course ; 
Fire ascending seeks the sun ; 

Both speed them to thetr source : 
So a soul that's born of God 

Pants to view his glorious face, 
Upward tends to his abode, 

To rest in his embrace. 

3 Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn,- 

Press onward to the prize ; 
Soon our Saviour will return. 

Triumphant in the skies : 
Yet a season, and you know 

Happy entrance will be giv'n, 
All our sorrows left below, 

And earth exchanged for heav'n. 



J 



HYMN 65. L. M- 

ESUS ! and shall it ever be, 
A nioi tal man ashamed of thee ? 
Scorh'd be the thought by rich and poor ; 
My soul shall scorn it more and more. 

2 Asham'd of Jesus ! sooner far 
Let evening blush to own a star ! 
Asham'd of Jesus ! just as soon 
Let morning blush to own the sun. 

3 Asham'd of Jesus ! that dear friend, 

On whom for heaven my hopes depend : 
No, if I blush be this my shame, 
That I no more revere his name. 

4 Asham'd of Jesus ! yes I may, 
When I've no sin to wash away ; 
No tears to wipe, no joys to crave. 
Or no immortal soul to save. 

5 Till then, nor is the boasting vain, 
Till then I'll boast a Saviour slain ; 
And O may this my portion be. 
The Saviour not asham'd of me ! 
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HYMN 66. L. M. 

Y soul, inspir'd with sacred love, 
God's holy n;irae for ever bless ; 
Of all his favours mi.ndful prove, 

And still thy grateful thanks express. 

2 'Tis he that all thy sins forgives, 

And after sickness makes thee sound ; 
From danger he thy life retrieves ; 
By bim with grace and m^Ycs cxo^tOd* 



3 The Lord abounds with tender love, 

And unexampled acts of grace : 
His wakened wrath does slowly move ; 
His willing mercy flies apace* 

4 As high as heaven its arch extends 

Above this little spot of clay, 
^So far thy boundless love transcends 
The small regards that we can pay* 

5 Let every creature joindy bless 

The mighty God ; and thou, my heart, 
With grateful thanks thy joy express, 
And in this concert bear thy part. 

HYMN 67. C. M. 

Jesus, thine unexhausted love, 

Unmerited and free, 
Delights our evil to remove, 

And help our misery. 

2 Thy goodness and thy truth to me, 

To ev'ry soul abound ; 
A vast, unfathomable sea. 
Where all our thoughts are drown'd. 

3 Its streams the whole creation reach, 

So plenteous is the store ; 
Enough for all, enough for each, 
Enough for evermore ! 

4 Throughout the universe it reigns, 

Unalterably sure ; 
And while the truth of God remains 
His goodness must endure. 

Ba ^ 



iiY }a:s 68. c. M. 

jUaRK, the glad sound ! Messiah comes, 

The Saviour promisM long ! 
Let ev'ry heart prepare a throne, 

And ev'ry voice a song. 

2 On him the spirit largely pour'd, 

Exerts its holy fire ; 
Wisdom and might, and zeal and love. 
His holy breast inspire. 

3 He comes the prisoners to release 

In Satan's bondage held ; 
The gates of brass before him burst, 
The iron fetters yield. 

4 He comes from thickest films of vice 

To clear the menial rav ; 
And on the eye-balls of the blind 
To pour celestial day. 

5 He comes the broken heart to bind, 

The bleeding soul to cure, 
And with the riches of his grace 
To enrich the humble poor. 

6 Our glad hosannas, prince of peace ; 

Thy welcome shall proclaim ; 
And heaven's eternal arches ring 
With thy beloved name. 

HYMN 69. L. M. 

\J FOR a sweet inspiring ray 
To animate our feeble strains, 
. Avtm the bright realms of endless day, 
- Ifie AiiMfiil realms vvVver^ 3fe«\i^-vfc\cm&. 



2 There low before his glorious throne, 

Adoring saints and angels fall ; 
And with delightful worship own 

His smiles their bliss, their heaven, their all. 

3 Immortal glories crown his head, 

While sounding hallelujahs rise, 
And love, and joy, and triumph spread, 
Through all the regions oi the skies. 

4 He smiles, and seraphs tune their songs 

To boundless rapture while they gaze ; 
Ten thousand thousand joyful tongues 
Resound his everlasting praise ! 

HYMN 70. P. M. 

All glory to our gracious Lord 4 
His love be by his church ador'd. 

His. love eternally the same : 
His love let all his saints confess, 
His free and everlasting grace 

Let all that fear the Lord proclaim. 

]2 In tro\ible on the Lord I cried, 
And felt the pard'ning word applied ; 

He answer'dme in peace and power, 
He pluck'd my soul out of the net. 
And in a place of safety set. 

And bade me go and sin no more. 

The Lord I now can say is mine, 
And confident in strength divine, 



Nor man, nor fiends, nor flesh 1 fear ; 
Jesus the Saviour takes my part, 
Aiic] keeps the issues of my heart, 

My helper is for ever near. 

HYMN 71. CM. 
SOVEREIGN of all the worlds on high, 

Allow my humble claim ; 
Nor while a worm would raise its head, 

Divsdain a Father's name. 

2 My Father, God ! How sweet the sound! 

How tender, and how dear ! 
Not all the melody of Heaven 
Could so delight the ear. 

3 Come, sacred spirit, seal the name 

On mine expanding heart : 
And show, that in Jehovah's grace 
I share a filial part. 

4 Cheer'd by a signal so divine, 

Unwav'ringl believe; 
Thou know'st 1 Abba, Father, cry, 
Nor can the sign deceive. 

5 On wings of everlasting love 

The comforter is come ; 
All terrors at his voice disperse, 
And endless pleasures bloom. 

HYMN 72. C. M- 

Jc ATHER of peace, and God of love, 

We own thy pow V to save ; 
That pow'rby which our Shepherd rose 
/ f!fe(ori(H2s o^er the grave. 



2 We triumph in that Shepherd's name, 

Still watchful for our good ; 
Who brought th' eternal covenant down, 
And seaT'd it with his bloqd. 

3 So may thy spirit seal my soul, 

And mould it to thy will ; 
That my fond heart no more may stray, 
But keep thy covenant still. 

4 Still may we gain superior strength, 

And press with vigour on. 
Till full perfection crown our hopes, 
And fix us near thy throne* 

^ HYMN 73. L. M. 

vTREAT God, whose universal sway 
The known and unknown worlds obey : 
Now give the kingdom to thy Son ; 
Extend his pow'r, exalt his throne* 

2 Thy sceptre well becomes his hands, 
All heav'n submits to his commands ; 
His justice shall avenge the poor, 
And pride and rage prevail no more. 

S With power he vindicates the just, 
And treads th' oppressor in the dust ; 
His worship and his fear shall last, 
Till hours and years, and time be past. 

* As rain on meadows newly mown, 
Jesus shall send his influence down ; 
His grace on fainting souls distils, 
Like heavenly dew on thirsty h\\\%. 



5 The heathen lands, that lie beneath 
The shades of over-spreading death, 
Revive at his first dawning light, 
And deserts blossom at the sight. 

^ The saints shall flourish in his days, 
Drest in the robes of joy and praise ; 
Peace, like a river, from his throne 
Shall flow to nations yet unknown. 

HYMN 74. C. M. 

JL IME ! what an eniply vapour His ! 

And days how swift they are ! 
Swift as an Indian arrow flies, 
Or like a shooting star. 

2 The present moments just appear, 
Then slide'away in haste ; 
That we never can say, " they're here," 
But only say, " they're past." 

O Our life is ever on the wing. 
And death is ever nigh ; 
The moment when our lives begin. 
We all begin to die. 

4 'Tis sovereign mercy finds us food, 
And we are cloth'd with love : 
While grace stands pointing out the road 
That leads our souls above. 

6 His goodness runs an endles round, 

An glory to the Lord ! 
His mercy never knows a bound. 
And be bis name adorM. 



6 Thus we begin the lasting song ; 
And when we close our eyes, 
Let the next age thy praise prolong. 
Till time and nature dies. 

HYMN 75. P. M. 
J5 ATHER, thine everlasting grace 

Our scanty thoughts surpasses far : 
Thy heart still melts with tenderness : 

Thy arras of love still open are, 
Returning sinners to receive, 
That mercy they may taste, and live ! 

2 O love, thou bottomless abyss ! 

My sins are swallowed up in thee ; 
Cover'd is my unrighteousness, 

Nor spot of guilt remains in me, 
While Jesus' blood, through earth and skies, 
Mercy, free, boundless mercy cries ! 

3 Though waves and storms go o'er my head, 

Tho^ strength & health, and friends, be gone. 
Though joys be withered all and dead. 
Though every comfort be withdrawn, 
On this my steadfast soul relies, 
Father, thy mercy never dies. 

4 Fixt on this ground will I remain, 

Though my heart fail and flesh decay ; 
This anchor shall my soul sustain, 

Though earth's foundations melt away ; 
Mercy's full power I then shall prove, 
Lov'd with an everlasting love. 



^ HYMN 76. L. M. 

J ESUS shall reign where'er the sun 
Does his successive journies run ; 
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore, 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 

2 See Persia, glorious to behold, 
And India shines in eastern gold ; 
All barb'rous nations at his word 
Submit, and bow, and own their Lord. 

3 For him shall endless pray'r be made, 
And praises throng to crown his head ; 
His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise 
With evVy mr.rning's sacrifice. 

4 People and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on his love with sweetest song 5 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on his name. 

5 Blessings abound where'er he reigns ; 
The prisoner leaps to loose his chains. 
The weary find eternal rest. 

And all the sons of want are blest. 

HYMN 77. P. M. 

jL HY faithfulness, Lord, each moment wefi: 
So true to thy word, so loving and kind ! 
Thy mercy so tender to all the lost race, 
The foulest offender may turn and find grac 

2 The mercy I fee! to others I show 2 
I set to my seal that Jesus is true : 
Feall may find favour, who come at his cat 
O come to my Saviour : Viis gic^c^ V^tot^Vl 



3 To save what was lost from heaven he came 
Come, sinners, and trust in Jesus'sname ! 
He offers your pardon, he bids ymu be free ! 
If sin be your burden, O come unto me ! 

4 Then let us submit his grace to receive. 
Fall down at his feet, and gladly believe ; 
We all are forgiven for Jesus's sake : 
Our title to heaven his merit we make. 

HYMN 78. L. M. 
Awake, our souls (away our fears, 

Let every trembling thought be gone) 
Awake, and run the heav'nly race, 

And put a cheerful courage on. ■ 

2 True 'tis a strait and thorny road, 

And mortal spirits tire and faint : 
But we forget the mighty God, 

That feeds the strength of ev'ry saint. 

3 O mighty God, thv matchless power 

Is ever new, and ever young, 
, And firm endures while endless years 
Their everlasting circles run. 

4 From thee, the overflowing spring. 

Our souls shall drink a iresh supply. 

While .such as trust their native strength, 

Shall melt away, and droop and die. 

5 Swift as an eagle cuts the air, 

WeMl mount aloft to thine abode ; 
On wings of love our souls shall fly, 
Nor tire amidst the heavenly road* 



HYMN 79. C. M. 

X HE Lord of Sabbath let.us praise 

In concert with the blest? 
Who joyful in harmonious lays, 

Employ an endless rest. 

2 Thus, Lord, while we remember thee, 

We blest, and pious grow. 
By hymns of praise we learn to be 
Triumphant here below. 

3 On this glad day a brighter scene 

Of*glory was displayed 
By God, th' eternal word, than when 
This universe was made. 

4 He rises, who mankind hath bought 

With grief and pain extreme ; 
'Twas great to speak the world from noug 
T'was greater to redeem I 

HYMN 80. P. M. 
JuORD, dismiss us with thy blessing, 

Ho j^e and comfort from above ; 
Let us, each thy peace possessing. 

Triumph in redeeming love. 

2 Thanks we give, and adoration, 
For thy Gospel's joyful sound \ 
May the fruits of thy salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound. 



HYMN 81. P.M. 

A-i^'GELS roll the rock away, 
Death, thy kingdom ends to-day. 
i See,^h« rises from the tomb, 
Glowing in immortal bloom. 

Hallelujah ! 

S 'Tis the Saviour ! Angels raise 
Fame's eternal trump of prai*e, 
Let the world's immortal bound 
Hear the joy-inspiring sound. 

Hallelujah ! 

3 Raise, ye saints, your noblest song, 
Let the strains be sweet and strong ; 
Shout ! the Son of God, this morn 
From his sepulchre new-born. 

Hallelujah!. 

4 Your victorious Captain h^ril, 
See him, crown'd with glory, sail 
In long triumph thro' the sky. 
Up to waiting worlds on high ! 

Hallelujah i 

5 Heav'n its portals open throws, 
Thro' them, see, the Conqu'ror goes ; 
Lo ! he now ascends the throne 

By his Father's grace his own. 

Hallelujah! 

6 Join the chorus, heav'nly choir ; 
Let our joys your songs inspire ; 
While we, in our humbler strains, 
Sing his honours and our gains. 

MaWeWj^V. 



7 But who can the blessing tell. 
When, O death, thy empire fell ! 
Where is now thy dreaded sting ? 
Where thy terrors, vanquished king! 

Hallelujah ! 

HYMN 8f2. C. M. 

X E foll'wers of the Prince of peace, 

Who round his table draw ; 
Remember what his spirit was, 

What his peculiar law. 

2 The love which all his bosom filPd, 

Did all his actions guide, 
Inspir'd by lore, he livM and taught ; 
Inspired by love he dy'd. 

3 And do you love him, do you feel 

Your warm affections move ? 
This is the proof which he demands 
That you each other love. 

4 Let each the sacred law fulfil ; 

Like bis be evVy mind, 
Be ev'ry temper form'd by love. 
And ev'ry action kind. 

5 Let none who call themselves his friends 

Disgrace the honour'd name ; 

But by a near resemblance prove 

The title which they claim. 



HYMN 83. C. M. 

Oh for a firm and lively faith 
That may the grave defy, 
And trusting what the gospel saith 
May triumph when we die. 

2 Joyful, with all the strength we have, 

Our feeble lips should sing 
Where is thy boasted victVy, grave 9 
O death, where is thy sting ? 

3 Pardon and life, O glorious word I 

A life that never ends, 
Were, by our dying, rising Lord, 
Ensur'd to all bis friends. 

4 Great source of good, our latest hour 

That mercy's praise shall spread. 
Which broke the king of terror's powV 
By Christ our living head. 

HYMN 84. C. M. 

JP AR from these narrow scenes of night, 

Unbounded glories rise, 

And realms of infinite delight. 

Unknown to mortal eyes. 

There are no sicknesses, or pains, 

No bosom heaves a sigh ; 
Health in immortal bloom remains, 

And pure is every joy. 

3 No cloud those blissful regions know, 
For ever bright and fair *, 
And sjo, that source of mortal vo. 
Can aever enter there* 

F2 



4 Oh may this heav'nly prospect fire 
Our hearts with ardent love; 
May lively faith and strong desire 
Bear ev-ry wish above. 

HYMN 85. L. M. 

x\.WAKE, my soul, lift up thine eyes ; 
See where thy foes against thee rise, 
In long array, a num'roiis host ; 
Awake, my soul, or thou art lost. 

2 Here giant danger threatening stands, 
Must'ring his pale terrific bands ; 
There pleasure's silken banners spread, 
And willing souls are captive led. 

3 See where rebellious passions rage. 
And fierce desires and lusts engage ; 
The meanest foe of all the train 

Has thousands and ten thousands slain. 

4 Thou treadest on enchanted ground. 
Perils and snares beset thee round; . 
Beware of all, guard ev'ry part, 
But most, the traitor in thy heart. 

5 Come, then, my soul, now learn to wield 
The weight of thine immortal shield ; 
Put on the armour from above 

Of heav'nly truth, and heavenly love. 

6 These from thy foes will guard thee wdl, 
Tie terror ana the charm repel ; 

Tjbe man of Calvary triumptfd V^xe;, 
^or should bis faithful foUotfewfe^t. 



HYMN 86. P. M- 

Jl RAISE to God, immortal praise, 
For the love that crowns our days; 
Plenteous source of evVy joy, 
Let thy praise our tongues employ. 

2 All the blessings of the fields, 
All the stores the garden yields, 
Flocks that whiten all the plain. 
Yellow sheaves of ripen'd grain ; 

3 All that spring, with bounteous hand, 
Scatters o'er the smiling land : 

All that liberal autumn pours 
From her rich o'erflowing stores : 

4 These to thee, our God, we owe, 
Source whence all our blessings flow ; 
And for these our souls shall raise 
Grateful vows, and solemn praise. 

5 Yet should rising whirlwinds tear 
From its stem the rip'ning ear ; 
Though the sickening flock should fall, 
And the herd desert the stall : 

6 Though thine alter'd hand restrain 
The early and the latter rain. 
Blast each op'ning bud of joy, 
And the rising year destroy : 

7 Though of other hopes bereft, 
Still our hope of heaven is \etl •, 
And for this our hearts shaW mse 
Grateful vows and solemn ]^ravse. 



^ HYMJV 87- C. M. 

VJOD moves in a mysterious way 

His wonders lo perform ; 
He plants his footsteps io the sea^ 

And rides upon the storm. 

3 Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never failing skill, 
He treasures up his great designs^ 
And works his sovereign will. 

3 Ye fearful saints fresh courage take, 

The clouds ye so much dread 
Are Wg with mercy, and will break 
In blessings on your head. 

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 

But trust him for his grace ; 
Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

6 His purposes will ripen fast, 
Each hour their progress sec ; 
The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet the fruit will be. 

6 Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And scan his work in vain ; 
God is his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain. 

HYMN 88. L. M. 
j[ HE heavens declare thy glory, Loid, 
In ev^ry star thy wisdom daiii^ \ 
JRjt when our eyes beheld tky viot3^ 
^€ read thy name in faixet ^Aiie»% 



2 The changing seasons day and night, 

Thy pow'r and providence confess : 
But that blest volume brings to light, 
Thy grace, and truth, and righteousness 

3 The circling sun conveys thy praise 

Round the whole earth, and never stands ; 
So has thy truth its cheering rays. 
Diffused to widely distant lands. 

4 Nor shall thy spreading gospel rest, 

'Till through the world thy truth has run ; 
'Till Christ has all the nations blest, 
That see the light, or feel the sun. 

5 Soon may that glorious morning rise, 

And fill the earth with heav'nly light ; 
Thy gospel makes the simple wise ; 

Thy laws are pure, thy judgments right. 

HYMN 89. C. M. 

JVxY shepherd will supply my need, 

Jehovah is his name ; 
In pastures fresh he makes me feed, 

Beside the living stream. 

2 He brings my wand'ring spirit back, 

When 1 forsake his ways ; 
And leads me, for his mercy's sake. 
In paths of truth and grace. 

3 When I walk through the shades of death, 

Thy presence is my sla^' \ 

A word of thy reviving bre^vYi, 

Drives a II -my fears av?^y . 



4 Thy hand preserves me from my foes, 

And well my table spreads j 
The peace and hope my bosom know? 
Thy blessed gospel sheds. 

5 On thee my cares I humbly cast, 

And trust th^vid^ithfulness : 
The goodness that has crown'd the past 
My future days will bless. 

€ Thy house Pll make my settled rest, 
While others go and come ; 
No more a stranger, or a guest, 
But like a child at home. 

7 There will 1 seek thy face, my God, 
And better learn thy ways : 
• Till heav'n at length be my abode, 
And all my worship, praise. 

HYMN 90- C. M. 

X HE Lord of glory is my light, 

And my salvation too ; 
God is my strength, nor will I fear. 

What feeble man can do. 

2 One privilege my heart desires : 

O grant me an abode 
Among the churches of thy saints. 
The temples of my God. 

3 There shall I offer my requests. 

And see thy glory still ; 
Shatll hear thy messengera oHo\^, 
A.nd leam thy holy w\\\* 



4 Bv such communion with the Lord, 

My faith and hope increase ; 
And as I know and love thee more, 
The firmer is my peace. 

5 Ye groundless terrors, then be gone, 

My confidence is here ; 
The man who .truly fears his God 
Should know no other fear, 

HYMN 91. CM. 
feiNG to the Lord, ye distant lands, 

Ye tribes of ev'ry tongue : 
His new discover'd grace demands 

A new and noble song. 

2 Say to the nations, Jesus came 

A guilty world to save ; 
From vice and error to reclaim, 
And rescue from the grave. 

3 Let heav'n proclaim the joyful day*, 

Joy through the earth be seen ; 
Let cities shine in bright array. 
And fields in cheerful green. 

4 With pleasure lift your wond'ring eyes, 

Ye islands of the sea : 
Ye mountains sink, ye vallics rise. 
Prepare the Saviour's way. 

5 Behold he comes, he comes to Bless 

The nations from their GqA\ 
To show the world his rigVi\.eo\x^Tv%^»^^ 
And send bis truth abio^d* 



6 Again he comes with pow'rful voice. 

To wake the num'rous dead, 
And call his churches to rejoice 
With their exalted head. 

7 When he, who is our life, draws near, 

And all his glory view, 
His faithful servants shall apf-car 
With him in glory too. 

HYMN 92. C. M. 
JL O our Almighty Maker, God, 

New honours be address'd ; 
His great salvation shines abroad, 

And makes the nations blest. 

2 The wond'rous grace so oft foretold, 

And promis'd in thy word, 
Fulfill'd, the Gentiles now behold, 
And praise the faithful Lord. 

3 Let the whole earth his love proclaim, 

With all her difPrent tongues ; 
And spread the honours of his name 
In melody and songs. 

HYMN 93. S. M. 

± HE man of many woes, 
To shame and death betray'd. 

Hath God, for so his wisdom chose, 
A Prince and Saviour made. 

2 The work, O Lord, is thine, 

And wond'rous in our eyes \ 
This day proclaims it a\\ dVvVae ^- 
This day did Jesus nse% 



3 We hail the glorious day, 

With thanKful heart and voice, 
Which chased each painful doubt away, 
And bade the church rejoice. 

4 Since he hath left the grave, 

His promises are true ; 
And each exalted hope he gave, 
Confirm'd of God we view. 

5 O come the happy hour. 

When all the earth shall own 
Thy Son, O God, declared with power^ 
And worship at thy throne. 

6 That we possess thy word 

Which all this grace displays, 
Accept, thou Father of our Lord^ 
Our sacrifice of praise. 

HYMN 94. C. M. 
JL HE Lord in Zion plac'd his name» 

His ark was settled there : 
To Zion the whole nation came 

To worship thrice a year. 

2 But we no such appointments know : 

If worship be sincere. 
Where'er to offer it we go. 
The house of God is there. 

3 Here we attend upon thy wor^^ 

And bow before thy thronci>\ 
Grant us thy special pTeset^e^l^tdkx 
Tby suppliant peopU o\m%. 



5 No bliss can equal theirs, 

Where such affections meet, 
While mingled praise and mingled prayVs, 
Make their communion aweet« 

S 'Tis the same pleasure fills 
The breast in worlds above ; 
Where joy like morning dew distik, 
And all the air is love. 

HYMN 96. L. M. 

fjriVE to our God immortal praise ; 
Mercy and truth are all his ways ; 
Wonders of grace to God belong, 
Repeat his mercies in your song. 

2 Give to the Lord of lords renown, 
The King of kings with glory crown : 
Grace shall endure, and saints adore, 
When lords and kings are known no more. 

3 He built the earth, he spread the sky. 
And fixM the starry lights on high : - 
Wonders of grace to God belong, 
Repeat bis mercies in your song. 

4 He fills the sun with morning light, 
He bids the moon direct the night : 
Grace shall endure, and saints adore, 
When sun and moon shall shine no more. 

5 The Jews he freed from Pharaoh's hand. 
And brought them to the promised land : 
Wonders of grace to God belong. 
Repeat his mercies in your song. 



6 He saw the Gentiles dead in sin, 
And felt his pity work within : 
Grace shall endure, and saints adore, 
When death and sin shall reign no more. 

7 He sent his Son with pow'r to save 
From guilt, and darkness, and the grave : 
Wonders of grace to God belong, 
Repeat his mercies in your song* 

8 Thro' this vain world he guides our feet, 
Till all at last in heav'n shall meet : 
Grace shall endure, and saints adore. 
When this vain world shall be no more. 

HYMN 97. C. M. 

In God's own house his name adore, 

For mercy is his throne : 
And raise your thoughts to heav'n, for there 

That mercy more is known. 

9 Let all your sacred passions move, 

While you rehearse his deeds ; 
But infinite almighty love 
Your highest praise exceeds. 

3 While he preserves their fleeting breath, 
Let all proclaim him blest ; 
In hope, when past the vale of death, 
To love and praise him best. 

HYMN 98. P. M. 

JtRAISE to thee, thou great Creator^ 

Praise be thine from ev'ry tongue, 
Join^ my soul, with ev'ry creature^ 
Joia the universal sone* 



2 For ten thousand blessings giv'n, 
For the hope of future joy, 
Sound his praise thro' earth and heav'o, 
Sound Jehovah's praise on high* 

HYMN 99. C. M. 
GrREAT God, how infinite art thou ! 

How frail and weak are we ! 
Let ev'ry rank of being bow, 

And pay its praise to thee. 

2 Unnumber'd ages e'er thy hand 

Or earth or heav'n bad made, 
Thy throne had stood, and still shall stand 
When these in dust are laid. 

3 The past, the future, to thine eye 

At once their scenes display, 
From the formation of the sky, 
To the last awful day. 

4 Eternity, with all its years. 

Stands present in thy view ; 
To thee there's nothing old appears, 
Great God, there's nothing new* 

5 From our perpetual changes flow 

New counsels and new cares, 
Thy schemes no alteration know, 
No changes thine affairs. 

6 Great God, how infinite art thou ! 

How frail and weak are we ! 
Let ev'ry rank of being bow, 
And pay its praise to thee. , 

G 2 



HYMN 100. L. M. 

JL IS God conducts the varying scenes 
Of lifers mistaken good and ill ^ 
Nothing without him intervenes, 

And all is plannM with perfect skill. 

2 He gives, and with a father's care, 

Howe'er unjustly we congiplain, 
To each his necessary share 

Of joy and sorrow, ease and pain. 

3 All things on earth, like all above, 

On his eternal will depend. 
And all would equal blessings prove. 
Did man pursue his proper end. 

4 Be this our care ; for all beside 

Less anxious let our wishes be ; 
Passion be still, abash'd be pride, 
And fix'd our souls, O God, on thee. 

jj HYMN 101. C. M. 

a JtlOW are thy servants bless'd, O Lord, 
How sure is their defence ! 
Sternal wisdom is their guide, 
Their help Omnipotence. 

H In foreign realms, and lands remote, 
Supported by thy care, 
Unhurt, they pass through burning climes, 
And breathe in tainted air. 

3 Thy mercy sweetens evVy toil, 

Makes cv'ry region please ; . v 

The hoary frozen hills to warm, 
And smooths U[ie boui^covis aeas« 



4 When by the dreadful tempest borne 

High on the broken wave, 
They know thou art not slow to hear, 
Nor impotent to save. 

5 The storm is laid, the winds retire 

Obedient to thy will ; 
The sea that roars at thy command, 
At thy command is still. 

6 In midst of dangers, fears, and death, 

Thy goodness we'll adore ; 
And praise thee for thy mercies past, 
And humbly hope for more. 

7 Our life, while thou preserv'st that life, 

Thy sacrifice shall be ; 
May death, whenever death shall come, 
Unite us, Lord, to thee. 

HYMN 102. C. M. 

X ARENT of good, we come to thee ; 

Thy ever wakeful eye 
Alone our real wants can see, 

Thy hand alone supply, 

2 Oh, let thy fear within us dwell, 

Thy love our conduct guide : 
That love shall vainer loves expel, 
That fear, all fears beside. 

3 And since by passion's force mirled, 
^ Too oft with stubborn will, 
Thelatentjgood we blindly c'read, 

<And grasp the specious ill : 



4 Not wliat we wish, but what we want, 
Let mercy still supply, 
The good unask'd, O Father, grant, 
The ill, though ask'd, deny. 

HYMN 103. C. M. 

IVJ. Y God, my Father ! cheering name ! 

Oh may I call thee mine ! 
Give me with humble hope to claim 

A portion so divine. 

2 This comfort can my fears control. 

And bid my sorrows fly ; 
What real harm can reach my soul 
Beneath my Father's eye ? 

3 Whatever thy providence denies 

I calmly would resign, 
For thou art just, and good, and wise ; 
And let thy will be mine. 

4 Whatever that gracious will ordains, 

Lord, give me strength to bear ; 
Still let me say " My Father reigns," 
And trust his tender care. 

5 Thy ways, great God, are little known 

To mv weak erring sight ; 
Yet shall my soul, believing, own 
That all thy ways are right. 

^^^ HYMN 104. C. M* 

s W HEN all thy mercies, O my God, 

My risine soul surveys ; 
TraaspoHea with the view, Vm lost, 
In wcmder, love, and ptii&e« 



a Oh, how shall words, with equal warmth. 
The gratitude declare 
Which glows in my exulting heart ? 
But tnou canst read it there. 

3 Thy providence my life sustained, 

And all my wants redress'd, 
When in the silent womb 1 lay, 
And hung upon the breast. 

% 
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4 To all my weak complaints and cries, 

Thy mercy lent an ear ; 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 
To form themselves in pray'r. 

5 Unnumber'd comforts on my soul 

Thy tender care bestow'd, 
Before my infant heart conceived 
From whom those comforts flow'd. 

6 When in the slipp'ry paths of youth, 

With heedless steps I ran, 
Thine arm, unseen, convey'd me safe, 
And led me up to man. 

7 Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths, 

It gently led my way, 
And through the pleasing snares of vice, 
More to he fear'd than they. 

8 When all these mercies, O my God, 

My rising soul surveys ; 
Transported with the view, I'm lost 
In wonder, love, and pm^^^ 



^^^ HYMN 105. C. M. 

W HEN all thy mercies, O my God, 

My rising soul surveys ; 
Transported with the view, I'm lost 

In wonder, love, and praise. 

2 When worn by sickness, oft hast thou 
With health renewed my face ; 
And when in sins and sorrows sunk, 
Reviv'd my soul with grace. 

8 Thy bounteous hand with worldly good 
Hath made my cup run o'er; 
And in the kindness of my friends, 
Redoubled all my store. 

4 Ten thousand thousand precious gifts, 

My daily thanks employ ; 
Nor is the least a cheerful heart, 
That (aetes those gifts with joy. 

5 Through ev'ry period of my life 

Thy goodness I'll pursue ; 
And after death, in unknown worlds, 
The glorious theme renew. 

6 When nature fails, and day and night 

Divide thy works no more. 
My ever grateful heart, O Lord, 
Thy mercy shall adore, 

7 Through immortality to thee 

A joyful song I'll raise ; 
But immortality's loo sYvotl 
To utter all thy pmse* 



HYMN 106. L. M. 

J. HE morning flowers display their sweets. 
And ^ay their silken leaves unfold, 

As careless of the noon-tide heats, 
And fearless of the evening cold. 

2 Nipt by the wind's unkindly blast, 

Parched by the sun's director ray, 
The momentary glories waste, 
He short-liv'd beauties die away. 

3 So blooms the human face divine. 

When youth its pride of beauty shows ; 
Fairer than spring the colours shine, 
And sweeter than the virgin rose. 

4 Or worn by slowly-rolling years^ 

Or broke by sickness in a cUy ; 
The fading glory disappear^* 
The short-liv'd beauties qve away. 

5 Yet these, new rising from ^Ae tomb. 

With lustre brighter far khall shine ; 
Revive with ever-during bloom, 
Safe from diseases, and decline. 

6 Let sickness blast, let death devour. 

If heav'n must recompense our pains ; 
Perish the grass, and fade the flower, 
If firm the word of God remains. 

,^ HYMN 107. P. M. 
X WAS ever in Jehovah's heart, 
That Christ, the Mediator's part 

Shoulc perfectly perform •, 
Ob love di vine I my soul resounds, 
Lore without bottom, without b<)\md^-i 
' To every /alien worm. ;jj ^ 



2 Could angels who surround^his throne, 
For Adam's sinful race atone, 

An angel had come down ; 
But God designed that human clay, 
Should human failures all repay, 

And raise them to a throne. 

3 Oh glorious work! surpassing all' 
The beauties of this earthly ball, 

Or each revolving sphere ; 
They speak the great Creator wise, 
They fill our lucid wond'ring eyes, 

They gloomy regions cheer. 

4 But what are planets, stars, or sun. 
To the kind work that God has done 

For spirits who rebel : 
When planets from their orbits fall, 
And conflagration seize this ball. 

Secure with him they'll dwell. 

5 Christ had a kingdom to redeem : 
From love, eternal love, the scheme 

Originally came ; 
The price he paid, his purple gore 
Did all our fallen race restore. 

And he'll his subjects claim. 

6 My soul anticipates the hour, 
When raised by almighty power, 

I near the throne shall stand ; 
There see my God, with smiling fece, 
Receive the millions sav'd by grace, 

From m\ Redeemer's haud : — • 

mf 

7 Methinks 1 hear the SaviOMt W}, 
M[y work^s complete^ thvsYia^^^ ftai 



My soul is satisfied ; 
Anger, and death, and hell are gone ; 
Sin, sorrow, pain, no more are known ; 

For this, for this I died. 

HYMN 108. L. M. 
1 RIUMPHANT Lord, thy goodness reigns 
Through all the wide celestial plains ; 
And its full streams redundant flow, 
Down to th' abodes of men below. 

2 Through nature's works its glories shine, 
The cares of Providence are thine ; 
And grace erects our ruinM frame, 

A fairer temple to thy name. 

3 Let nature burst into a song : 

Ye echoing hills the notes prolong ; 
Earth, seas, and.stars, your anthems raise, 
All vocal with your Maker's praise ! 

HYMN 109. S. M. 
JVIy Maker and my King, 

To thee my all I owe ; 
Thy sovereign bounty is the spring 

From whence my blessings flow. 

2 Thou ever good, and kind, 

A thousand reasons move, 
A thousand obligations bind 
My heart to grateful love. 

3 The creature of thy hand, 

On thee alone I live ; 
My Godf tby benefits demand 
More praise than life can give* 



4 Oh ! what can I impart, 

When all is thine before ? 
Thy love demands a thankful heart ; 
The gift, alas, how poor ! 

5 Shall I withhold thy due ? 

And shall my passions rove ? 
Lord form this wretched heart anew, 
And fill it with thy love. 

6 O let thy grace inspire 

My soul with strength divine ; 
Let all my powers to thee aspire, 
And all my days be thine. 

HYMN 110. P. M. 
JjLaIL, hail, reviv'd, reviving spring ! 

Fair type of heaven's eternal year ! 
While Nature's works thy praises sing, 

Lo, gratitude salutes thee here ! 
Swell, gently swell the solemn song. 
Now pour the bounding notes along ; 

Teach choirs below, to choirs above. 
To echo back the common lay ; 

And as they praise unbounded love, 
To join in Bounty's holiday. 

To God the universal king, 

Be sacred every grateful choir f 

In ceaseless hymns, all praises sing. 
That endless bounty can inspire ! 

Si All lost beneath stern winter's reign, 

Creation's genial poviet% ^ipY^'wt^i^ 
Spring call'd them into Wfc ^g^vci^ 
See, budding verdutei^i^^*^^^^'^'*' 



Bless, biess O man ! the kind design, 
Whose nobler counter-part is thine ! 

Thy powers, a gloomier winter froze, 
Till thy Messiah's cheering ray, 

Prolific of fair truth arose, 
And shed the blaze of mental day. 

To God the universal King, 
Be sacred every grateful choir ! 

In ceaseless hymns, all praises sing, 
That endless bounty can inspire ! 

3 All spotless as the truth he taught, 

Free as the mercy he displayed, 
He show'd what human duty ought, 

He did, what heav'nly goodness bade ; 
Enforced each just command he gave, 
Nor liv'd, nor died, in vain to save. 

His realms on high, his worlds below, 
All witnessed his unwearied care. 

The victim here of general wo, 
The Captain of salvation there. 

To God the universal King, 
Be sacred every grateful choir! 

In ceaseless hymns, all praises sing, 
That endless bounty can inspire. 

HYMN 111. P. M: 
1 E tribes of Adam join, 

With heaven, and earth, and seas. 
And offer notes divine 
To your Creator^s prsiise, 
¥e holy thvong, of ancels \)V\^\., 
In realms of light, begm ihe so\^S,. 



2 Thou sun with dazzling rays, 

And moon that rules the night, 
Shine to your Maker's praise, 

With stars of twinkling light. 
His power declare, ye floods on high, 
And clouds that fly, in empty air. 

3 The shining worlds above 

In beauteous order stand, 
Or in swift courses move 

By his supreme command. 
He spake the word, and all their frame 
From nothing came to praise the Lord. 

4 Ye mountains near the skies, 

With lofty cedars there, 
And trees of humbler size. 
That fruit in plenty bear ; 
Beasts wild and tame, birds, flies, and worms. 
In various forms exalt his name. 

6 Virgins and youth, engage 

To sound his praise divine, 
While infancy and age, 
Their feebler voices join. 
Wide as he reigns his name be sung, 
By every tongue, in endless strains. 

6 Let all the nations fear 

The God that rules above : 
He brings his people near. 

And makes thetn taste his love : 
While earth and sky,aUetT\pt his praise, 
His saints shall raise \\\s\ioTvwt^V\^.-. 



r 



HYMN 112. h. M. 

\ E bless'd inhabitants of heaven, 
To God be all your praises giv'n ; 
O praise him from the realms that lie, 
Above the reach of mortal eye. 

2 Praise Him, thou sun, that round the pole 
With restless course art seen to roll. 

And thou, O moon, whose sharpenM horns^ 
A lustre not their own adorns. 

3 Praise him, ye stars : his praise repeat. 
Thou heaven of heavens, his awful seat ; 
And you, ye floods, that heap'd on high, 
iPress with your weight th' extended sKy* 

4 Nor let the heaven his praise confine ; 
O all of earth the chorus join : 

Ye beasts, that range th' uncultured soil, 
Or patient lend to man your toil. 

5 Praise him, each bird that wings the aii', 
Each reptile, nurtured by his care ; 

And ev'ry wind, and ev'ry storm. 
That duteous his commands perform* 

6 Te youthful bands and virgin choir, 
Each lisping babe, and hoary sire, 
Wake to his name your grateful songs ; 
To him alone all praise belongs. 

7 His glory earth's wide bounds overflows. 
Nor highest heaven its limit knows : 

O come, your thankful voices t^\s>e^ 
And consecrate to him yovix pxm^« 

Ha 
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HYMN 1 1 3. P. M. 

ES, the Redeemer rose : 
The Saviour left the dead ; 
And o'er our hellish foes 

High rais'd his conquering head : 
In wild dismay, the guards around 
Fell to the ground, and sunk away. 

Lo ! the angelic bands, 

In full assembly meet, 
To wait his high commands, 
And worship at his feet : 
Joyful they come, and wing iheir way 
From realms of day, to Jesu's tomb- 
Then back to heaven they fly, 

And the glad tidings bear : 
Hark ! as they soar on high 
What music fills the air ! 
Their anthems say, " Jesus who bled 
Hath left the dead ; — He rose to day.'' 

Ye mortals, catch the sound. 

Redeemed by him from hell ; 
And send the echo round 

The globe on which you dwell : 
Transported cry, " Jesus who bled 
Hath left the dead, no more to die." 



Si 



HYMN 114. P. M. 
INCE thy mercies oft of old, 
By thy chosen seers foretold, 
Faitbial now, and sie^idfast prove, 
God of irutbf and God oUo\% •. 



2 'Tis enough — the hour is come, 
Now within the silent tomb, 
Let this mortal frame decay, 
Mingled with its kindred clay. 

3 Sun of righteousness, to thee, 
Lo ! the nations bow the knee, 
And the realms of distant kings, 
Own the healing of thy wings. 

4 Those whom death had overspread, 
With its dark and dreary shaae, 
Lift their eyes and from afar, 

Hail the light of Jacob's star. 

5 Now the beams intensely shed. 
Shine o'er Sion's favour'd head \ 
Never may they hence remove, 
God of truth and God of love, 

HYMN 115. P.M. 
feONS of men, behold him far, 
Hail the long expected star ; 
Jacob's star that gilds the night. 
Guides bewilder'd nature right. 

2 Fear not hence, that ill should flow^* 
Wars or pestilence below. 

Wars and tumults now must cease, 
Ushering in the prince of peace. 

3 Now behold the day-spriqg rise, 
Pouring light on blinded eyes, 
God, in his own light survey^ 
Shiaittg to the perfect day. 



HYMN 116. CM. 

1 E wretched, hungry, starving poor, 

Behold a royal feast ! 
Where mercy spreads her bounteous store, 
For ev'ry huaible guest. 

2 See, Jesus stands with open arms ; 

He calls, he bids you come : 
Guilt holds you back, and fear alarms ; 
But see, there yet is room : 

3 Room in the Saviour's bleeding heart ; 

There love and pity meet ; 
Kor will he bid the soul depart. 
That trembles at his feet. 

4 In him the Father reconcil'd 

Invites your souls to come ; 

The rebel shall be calPd a child, 

And kindly welcomed home. 

5 O come, and with his children taste 

The blessings of his love ; 
While hope attends the sweet repast, 
Of nobler joys above. 

6 There, with united heart and voice, 

Before th' eternal throne, 
Ten thousand thousand souls rejoice. 
In ecstasies unknown. 

7 And yet ten thousand thousand more, - : 

Are welcome still to come : 
Ye longing souls, the grace adore ; 
Approach^ there yet is xooisx% 



HYMN 117. P. M. 
(jrREAT God of wonders ! all thy ways 

Are matchless, Godlike, and divine; 
But the fair glories of thy grace, 

More Godlike and unrival'd shine : 
Who is a pardoning God like thee ? 
Or who has grace so rich and free ? 

2 Crimes of such horror to forgive, 

Such guilty daring worms to spare. 
This is thy grand prerogative, 

And none shall in the honour share. 
Who is a pardoning God liki^.jlhee ? 
Or who has grace so rich and free ? 

3 Angels and men resign your claim 

To pity, mercy> love, and grace ; 
These glories crown Jehovahrs name. 

With an incomparable blaze. 
Who is a pardoning God like thee 7 
Or who has grace so rich and free ? 

4 In wonder lost, with trembling jov 

We take the pardon of our Godf, 
Pardon, for crimes of deepest dye, 

A pardon, bought with Jesus' blood. 
Who is a pardoning God like thee ? 
Or who has grace so rich and free ? 

5 O may this strange, this matchless grace, 

This godlike miracle of love. 
Fill the wide earth with grateful praise^ 

And all th' angelic bosVs QA:iov^.\ 

Who is a pardoning God Wke vVve^'^ 

Or who has grace so ricViaviA^^^^'^^ 



' HYMK 118. C. M. 
tl EHOVAH ! 'tis a glorious name, 

Still pregnant with delight : 
It scatters round a cheerful beam, 

To gild the darkest night. 

2 What though our mortal comforts fade, 
And drop like withering flowers ? 
Nor'time, nor death can break that band, 
Which makes Jehovah ours. 

Z Our cares, we give you to the wind, 
And shake you off like dust ; 
Well may we trust our all with him, 
With whom our souls we trust. 

4 Great God, the covenant of thy love, 
Abides for ever sure, 
And in its matchless grace we prove. 
Our happiness secure. 

HYMN 119. CM. 
XXARK ! for Uis God's own Son that calls 

To life a»d liberty ; 
Transported fall before his feet. 

Who makes the prisoners free. 

2 The cruel bonds of sin he breaks, 
And breaks old Satan's chain : 
Smiling he deals those pardons round, 
Which free from endless pain. 

S Into the captive heart he pours 

His spirit from on hi^Yi*, 
We lose the terrors of iVie «\^\e> 
And AbbsLy Father^ cry. 



4 Shake oSfyour bonds, and sing his grace ; 

The sinner's friend proclaim ; 
And call on all around to seek 
True freedom by his name. 

5 Walk on at large, till you attain 

Your Father's house above ; 
There shall you wear immortal crowns, 
And sing redeeming love. 

^^. HYMN 120. C. M. 
W HILST we surround this festal board| 

We'll raise our tuneful breath : 
Faith shall behold her dying Lord, 

And doom our sins to death. 

2 We see the blood of Jesus shed, 

Whence all our pardons rise ; 
The sinner views th' atonement made, 
And loves the sacrifice. 

3 Thy cruel thorns, thy shameful cross 

Procure us heavenly crowns : 
Our highest gain springs from thy loss, 
Our healing from thy wounds. 

4 Oh! 'tis impossible that we. 

Who dwell in feeble clay, 
Should equal sufferings bear for thee, 
Or equal thanks repay. 

„ HYMN 121. C. M. 

JjLOW long shall death the lyv^tNl\^\^^ 

And triumph o'er the jusl, 
While the rich blood of m^rl^T^ ^-aiTi 
Liies mingled with the dusl^l 



2 Lo, I behold the scattered shades^ 

The dawn of heaven appearsj 
The sweet immortal morning spread^, 
Its blushes round the spheres. 

3 I see the Lbrd of glory come, 

And flaming guards around ; 
The skies divide to make him room, 
The trumpet shakes the ground. 

4 1 hear the voice, " Ye dead arise !•' 

And lo the graves obey, 
And waking saints with joyful eyes 
Salute th' expected day. 

5 They leave the dust, and on the wing 

Rise to the mid-way air. 
In shining garments meet their King, 
And low adore him there. 

6 O may our humble spirits stand 

Amongst them cloath'd in white ! 
The meanest place at his right hand 
Is infinite delight. 

7 How will our joy and wonder rise, 

When our returning king 
Shall bear us homeward through the si 
On lovers triumphant wing ! 

HYMN 122. C. M. 
Jb ATHER of mercies, in thy word 
What endless glory shiuesl 
I^or ever be thy name adox^d, 
For these celestial Vines. 



2 Here may the wretched sons of want 
Exhaustless riches find ; 
Riches above what earth can grant, 
And lasting as the mind. 

"8 Here the fair tree of knowledge grows^ 
And yields a free repast, 
Subliraer sweets than nature knows, 
Invite the longing taste. . 

4 Here the Redeemer's welcome voice 

Spreads heavenly peace around ; 
And life and everlasting joys 
Attend the blissful sound. 

5 O may these heavenly pages be 

My ever dear delight ; 
And still new beauties may I see, 
And still increasing light. 

6 Divine instructor, gracious Lord, 

Be thou for ever near ; 
Teach me to love thy sacred word. 
And view my Saviour there. 

HYMN 123. L. M. 

W HILE on the verge of life 1 stand^ 
And view the scene on either hand, 
My spirit struggles with my clay, 
And longs to wing its flight away. 

2 Where Jesus dwells ray soul would be ; 
I And faints my much-Iov'd Lord lo ^^^ \ 
Earth, twine no more about tay \iR%tV^ 
For his far better to depart* 

1 



3 Come, ye angelic envoys, come, 
And lead the willing pilgrim home t 
Ye know ihe way to Jesus' throne, 
Source of my joys, and of your own. 

4 That blissful interview, how sweet ! 
To fall transported at his feet! 
RaisM in his arms, to view his face, 
Through the full beamings of his grace ! 

5 As with a seraph^s voice to sing ! 
To fly as on a cherub's wing ! 
Performing with unwearied hands 
The present Saviour's high commands. 

6 Yet with these prospects full in sight, 
We'll wait thy signal for the flight ; 
For while thy service we pursue, 
We find a Heaven begun below. 

- HYMN 124. S. M. 

JN OT to an idol-god 

Of wood, or stone, or goU, 
Will we direct the voice of pray'r, 

And our distress unfold. 

2 Jehovah is our God, 

Whose being ne'er begun, 
And through duration's endless line 
His endless days shall run. 

3 Father of lights and bliss, ^ 

No change thy nature kaows^ 
While round thy firm MtiAi^^ii^wife 
Creation ebbs andf^o^^i 



4 Ocean, and earth, and skies, 

And heiPs abyss of night, 
With thine eternal presence filPd, 
Are open to thy sight : 

5 Omnipotent art thou, 

And at thy sovereign call 
From nothing into being rose 
This vast, this beauteous all* 

6 Infinite too thy grace. 

In whose immense profound 
Sins, that like hills, like mountains rise; 
Are in oblivion drown'd. 

7 We, Lord, to thee alone 

Our prayers and praises give : 
We are thy work, and not our own, 
And by thy love we live. 

^ HYMN 125. C. M. 

JL HE great, the good Jehovah lives 

Through all eternity, 
Nor can his nature ever fail. 

Nor bis perfections die. 

2 Then let my soul for ever bless 

My refuge and my rock. 
Secure from all-devouring timq, 
Secure from evVy shock. 

3 He is the ever-living spring, 

Whence my salvation flows. 
Whose streams afford a fv\\\ teXvil 
To all my wants and v?oe9.% 



4 Long as I live, all-gracious God, 
Thy praises Pll proclaim, 
And in sublimer strains on high 
Give glory to thy name. 

HYMN 126. C. M- 

-W OT by our works of righteousness, 

When we were slaves to sin, 
And ev'ry word and deed confess'd 

Its reigning pow'r within : 

2 Not by our works of righteousness, 

When we were born afresh, 
For with the Spirit's strife we feel 
The conflict of the flesh . 

3 But from the mercy of our God, 

Self-moving, rich in love. 
We from the gates of hell are rais'd, 
And join the bless'd above* 

4 This mercy let our hearts and tongues. 

And lives conspire to praise, 
And spread the song begun on earth. 
Through heaven's eternal days ! 

5 Mercy through immortality 

Shall in full oceans roll ; 
O be it then the chosen theme. 
And triumph of the soul ! 

HYMN 127. L. M. 

Ji/TERNAL life ! how sweet the sound 
To sinners who deserved Vo d\fe*l 
Publish the bliss ihe wotVd ^tovxti^^ 
'Echo the iovs, ve y?ot\A& owYu^. 



2 Eternal life ! how will it reign, 

When, mounting from this breathless clod, 
The soul, discharged from sin and pain, 
Ascends t' enjoy its Father, God ! 

3 Eternal life ! how will it bloom 

In beauty on that blissful day, 
When, rescuM from th' imprisoning tomb, 
Glory invests oar rising clay ! 

4 Eternal life ! O how refin'd 

The joys ! The triumphs how divine ! 
When saints in body and in mind 
Shall in the Saviour^s image shine ! 

5 Holy and heavenly be that soul 

Where dwells an hope so bright as this, 
How should we long to reach the goal, 
And seize the prize of endless bliss ? 

HYMN 128. CM. 

J. HOU ever-present, great unknown, 

Of being, life, and bliss, 
Th' eternal, uncreated source, 

The infinite abyss : 

2 Thou self-existent, underiv'd, 
And unsupported pow'r. 
Whose fiat gave to Nature birth, 
To Time prescribed his hour. 

6 Beings, like clusters on the vine, 

Depend on thee alone, 
From the poor reptile in \he dw%\. 
Up to tb^ ArchangeVs \\iioxLe« 
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4 So great art thou, that earth, stars, suns, 

All vanish in thy sight, 
So kind, that thy paternal care 
Sustains the meanest mite. 

^' 

5 Father of spirits, iri^Hiy love 

Make thine own offspring bless'd, 
O thou, my parent, portion, Lord, 
And centre of ray rest ! 

6 As flames ascend their native skies, 

Rivers to oceans roll, 
So to the bosom of my God 
In transport flies my soul. 

HYMN 129, L. M, 

ORD, at thy table we attend. 
Feed on thy bread, and drink the wine, 
Memorials of our absent friend, 
The signs and seals of love divine : 

2 As bread recruits when strength decay*, 

And wine revives our fainting hearts. 
Thy flesh immortal life conveys, 
Thy blood immortal joys imparts* 

3 Thus we the death of Jesus show, 

The fountain whence our comforts rise, 
Till he these lower Heavens shall bow^ • 
And stoop to take us to the skies : - 

4 TheA shall we, rising from the dust, 

Admire our God, his grace adore^ 
^oi'n the bright millions oi vScl^ \wsX, 
Andfeei no want or sotton? mote* 
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HYMN 130 S. M. 

W E sing the Saviour's love ^ ^ 

That pitied wretched man, 
Delighting in the thoughts of peace 

Ere time and worlds began : . 

2 We see its smiline ray 
Out-shining at his birth, 
And trace its lustres daj^by day. 
While he sojourn'd on earth : 

5 But in his closing hour 

How infinite his grace. 
When, bow'd beneath th« curse, he died, 
To save our riiin'd race i 

4 Triumphant from the tomb 

What beams of mercy shine ! 
His resurrection, dying saint. 
Is Che sure pledge of thine i 

6 And now he prays and pleads 

By all his scars of love. 
That the dear sheep, for whom he died, 
May reach the realms above. 

6 There all arrived at last, 

What grace shall they enjoy 
: In pleasures, which no age can waste, 
Nor foes nor fears annoy ! 

HYMN 131. P. M. 

VV HAT the' earthly, comforts should fly, 

And friends all^b^e cAVd to the g^ave, 
A father I still have on high, 
Kind, gracious, knd vriuuv^ lo %vi^ • 



His help in times past I bav0 found, 
When anguish oppressed jtny mind, 

His love, kindest^orej-dotti abound 
When^ all other springs are confinM. 

2 O fountain overflowing with love, 

To thee, unto thee, would I raise 
A song like the seraphs above, 

An anthem of glorious praise ; 
My shepherd, |gy keeper art thou ; 

My God, tny supplier in need, 
To thee, unto thee, will I vow 

To serve thee, to love thee indeed. 

S But ah ! without sovereign aid, 

I find my attempts are all vain ; 
My vows, I no sooner have made. 

Than, alas ! thev are broken again : 
Oh ! grant me assistance divine. 

Then what I do promise PU pay ; 
On me let thy countenance shine, 

On me dart an heavenly ray. 

4 Then joyous 'midst sorrow and wo. 

Towards heaven my spirit will move, 
Nor heed all the trials below, 

While musing on infinite love ; 
Soon, soon, the blest moment will come, 

When earth shall perplex me no more : 
Then safe in my heavenly home, 

My soul shall my father adore. 

HYMN 132. L. M. 

O distant lands thy gospel send, 
And thus thy empire wide extend : 
To Gentile, Turk, and 8\.\x\)boTti le'^, 
^^u King of grace, salN^Xioiv b\i«Hi • 
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2 Where'er thy sun or light arise, 
Thy name, O God ! immortalize ; 
May nations yet unborn confess 
Thy wisdom, pow'r and righteousness. 

TT HYMN 133. C. M. 

XlOWrich the types of futare grace, 
Which thro' the law^|^^gp§^;! 

Aloud they preach th^^ 
The true, the living 

2. From day to day, till Jesus came. 
His mystic form was shown ; 
Where all distinctions lost to view. 
Of many, made but one. 

3 In him, nor Jew nor Gentile's found, 

Christ's body forms one bread, 
And all the difPrent grains of wheat 
Are one, in Christ the head. 

^ HYMN 134. L. M. 

vJTLORY to God who reigns above, 
Who dwells in light, whose name is Love \ 
Ye saints and angels, if ye can. 
Declare the love of Gocf to man. 

2 O ! what can more his love commend 
His dear, his only Son to send ! 

That man, condemn'd to die, might live ! 
And God be glorious to forgive. 

3 Messiah's come — with joy behold 
The days by prophets long foteVoXdi^ 

Judah, thy royal sceptre^ sVitoV.^," , 

And time still proves wbal 3^co\> ^^jdto* 



4 Daniel, thy weeks are all expir'd, 
The lime prophetic seals required ; 
Cut off for sins, but not his own, 
Thy prince Messiah did atone. 

5 Thy famous temple, Solomon, 
I^ by the lattier far outshone : 

It waDtc4^pM|i|Klitt'ring store, 
MesflialnMHHIe sracM it more. 

6 We see the prophecies fuIfilPd 

In Jesus, that most wond'rous child ; 
His birth, his life, his death combine 
To prove his character divine. 

HYMN 135. L. M. 

A.^ showers on meadows newly mown, 
Jesus shall shed his blessings down, 
CrownM with whose life infusing drops^ 
Earth shall renew her blissful crops. 

2 Lands that beneath a burning sky, 
Have long been desolate anJ dry, 
Th* effusions of his love shall share, 
And sudden greens and herbage wear. 

3 The dews and rains, in all their store. 
Drenching the pastures o'er and o'er, 
Are not so copious as that grace. 
Which sanctifies and saves our race. ^ 

4 As in soft silence vernal show'rs 
Descend, and cheer ibe fai\i\l\tv^fl.ow'r»^ 

So in the secrecy of \ove, 
^stUs the gweet iafl^ence irom^o\^% 



5 That heav'nly influence let me find, 
. In holy silence of the mind ; 

While ev'ry grace maintains its bloomy 
Diffusing wide its rich perfume. 

6 Nor let these blessings be confinM 
To me, but pour'don all mankind, 
Till earth's wild wastes in verdure rise^ 
And a young Eden bless gpr eyes. 

HYMN 136. L. M. 
tl ESUS, thy blood and righteousness 
My beauty are, my glorious dress ; 
^Midst flaming worlds, in these array'd. 
With joy shall I lift up my head. 

2 When from the dust of death I rise, 
To claim my mansion in the skies ; 
E'en then shall this be all my plea, 

** Jesus hath liv'd, hath died for me.'' 

3 Bold shall I stand in that great day ; 
For who aueht to my charge shall lay ? 
Fully through these absolv'd I am 

From sin and fear, from guilt and shame* 

4 Thus Abraham the friend of God, 
Thus all the armies bought with blood, 
Saviour of sinners thee proclaim ; 
Sinners, of whom, the chief I am. 

5 This spotless robe the same appears, 
When ruin'd nature sinks in years ; 
No age can change its glono \^ W^^ 
The grace of Chriat iia evet ix^^* 



HYMN 137. C. M. 
IVlORTALS, awake, with angels join, 

And chaunl the solemn lay ; 
Joy, love and gratitude combine 

Tohailth' auspicious day. 

2 In heav'n the rapt'rous song began, 

And sweet seranhic fire 
Thro' all the shining legions ran, 
And strung and tun'd the lyre. 

3 Hark ! the cherubic armies shout, 

And glory leads the song ; 
Good will and peace are heard throughout 
Th' harmonious heav'nly throng. 

4 With joy the chorus we'll repeat, 

Glory to God on high ; 
Good will and peace are now complete, 
Jesus was born to die. 

5 O for a glance of heavn'ly love, 

Our hearts and songs to raise ; 
Sweetly to bear our souls above, 
And mingle with their lays. 

Tj HYMN 138. C. M. 

JUaRK, 'tis the Saviour of mankind. 

Speaks to his chosen few ; 
'Tis he who leads the wand'ring blind. 

In ways they could not know. 

2 'Tis be who says, " go forth my friends, 

Proclaim my truth lo ^\\ \ 
Inform each soul my erac^ exXftiA^ 



3 Tell sinners of the deepest dye, 

That they might life obtain ; 
I chose the cursed death to die, 
And taste infernal pain ! 

4 What though my ransomM may refuse 

The message to receive, 
And you the messengers abuse i 
Yet still 1 came tofiave. 

5 Yea, should the tempter still prevail, 

To blind my people's eyes ; 

In my great day Pll rend the veil 

From all beneath the skies. 

6 Then ev'ry, eye shall sec the grace 

You now in faith declare ; 

And I myself from ev'ry face 

Will wipe off ev'ry tear.'' 

7 Lord, we believe thy sacred word, 

And wait the glorious day, 
When ev'ry soul, by grace restored, 
Shall walk in wisdom's way. 

HYMN 139. L. M. 

X ISfinish'd ! so the Saviour cried, 
And meekly bow'd his head and died* 
'Tis finish'd ; yes, the race is run, 
The battle fought, the vict'ry won. 

S 'Tis finish'd ; all that heav'n decreed| 
And all the ancient prophets ^^\<\ 
hnowfulBWd as was desigo^d^ 
In we, the Saviour of iaMikiad% 

K 



8 'Tis jSnish'd ; Aaron now no more 
^ Must stain his robes with purple gore: 
The sacred veil is rent in twain, 
And Jewish rights no more remain. 

4 'Tis finished ; this my dying groan 
Shall sins of evVy kind atone : 
Millions shall be rede^m'd from deatb| 
By this my last expiring breath* 

5 'Tis finish'd ; heav'n is reconcii'd, 
And alUhe pow'rs of darkness spoii'd : 
Peace, love, and happiness again 
Return and dwell with sinful men» 

6 'Tis finish'd ; let the joyful sound 

Be heard through all the nations round : 

'Tis finish'd ; let the echo fly 

Thro' heav'n and hell, thro' earth and sky. 

HYMN 140. L. M. 

feTAND uj), my soul, shake ofi'thy fears. 
And gird the gospel armour on ; 

March to the gates of endless joy, 

Where thy great Captain-Saviour's gone. 

2 Sin and the world resist thy course, 

But these, my soul, are vanquish'^ foes ; 
For Jesus nail'd them to the cross 
And sung the triumph when he rose. 

3 What though thine inward lusts rebel, , 

^Tis but a struggling gasp for life j ^ j^ ^ 
The n^eapons of v\cV.ov\o\x'& g^^^ '^"\ 
Shall slay them a\i) ^udi «kA ^^ txf&tv 



4 Then let my soul march boldly on, 
Press forward to the heav'nly gate; 
There peace and joy eternal reign, 
And glitt'ring robes for conquerors wait. 

§ There shall I wear my father's crown, 
And triumph in Almighty grace ; 
While all the armies of the skies 
Unite to celebrate his praise. 

. HYMN 141. C. M. 

Again the Lord of life and light 

Awakes the kindling ray ; 
Unseals the eyelids oi the mom, 

And pours increasing day. 

2 O what a night was that which wrapt 

The heathen world in gloom ! 
O what a sun which brgke this day, 
Triumphant from the tomb ! 

3 Jesus, the friend of human kind, 

With strong compassion mov'd, 
Descended, like a pitying God, 
To save the souls he lov'd. 

4 The pow'rs of darkness leagu'd in vain 

To bind his soul in death ; 
He shook their kingdom, when he fell, 
With his expiring breath. 

5 And now his conqu'ring chariot vcbftfel^ 

Ascend the lofty skies •, 
While broke, beneath bis ^avi'*tl\i\ ct^'ws^- 
Deatb^s iron sceptre Uea* 



6 And still for erring, guilty mao, 

A brother's pity flows ; 
And still his loving heart is touched 
With mem'ry of our woes. 

7 Exalted high at God's right hand, 

And Lord of all below, 
Thro' him is pardoning love dispensed. 
And boundless blessings flow. 

-^ HYMN 142. L. M. 
K.INDRED in Christ for his dear sake, 

A hearty welcome here receive, 
May we together now partake 

The joys which only be can give. 

2 Welcome to us ' lo, the right hand 

Of fellowship to you we give, 
With open arms and hearts we stand, 
And you in Jesu'sjiame receive. - 

3 To you and us by grace 'tis giv'n 

To know the Saviour's precious name 
And shortly we shall meet in heav'n, 
Our hope, our way, our end, the same. 

HYMN 143. P. M. 

Christ the Lord is risen to-day, 
Sons of men, and angels say, 
Baise your joys and triumphs high. 
Sing ye Heavens, and earth reply. 

S Lovers redeeming work is done. 
Fought the fight, the baU\eviOTv\ 
Zo ! the sun^s eclipse \s o?eT, 
Lo ! he sets in blood uo moK«^ 



3 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal, 
Christ hath burst the gates of* hell : 
Death in vain forbids his rise, 
Christ hath opened paradise. 

4 Lives again our glorious king, 

** Where ! O death, is now thy stirig ?" 

Once he died our souls to save ; 

" Where's thy vict'ry,'' boasting grave ? 

5 Soar we now where Christ has led. 
Following our exalted head. 
Made like him, fike him we rise, 
Our's the cross, the grave, the skies. 

6 What though once we perish'd all. 
Partners of our parents fall ; 
Second life let us receive, 

In our heavenly Adam live. 

7 Hail, the Lord of earth and heaven ! 
Praise to thee by both be given ! 
Thee we greet triumphant now, 
Hail! the Rbsurkection — thou. 

. HYMN 144. S. M. 
jCxH! when shall I awake 

From sin's soft soothing pow'r ! 
The slumber from my spirit shake,, 

And rise to fall no more ?' 

2 O cpuld I always pray ! 
And never, never faint •, 
But simply to my Go^ dispV^.-^ 
My ev^ry care and wauX I 



3 I feel thee willing, Lord, 

A sinful world to save ; 
All shall obey thy gracious word. 
Shall peace and pardon have. 

4 Not one of all our race, 

But will return to thee : 
But at thy throne of sovereign grace 
Shall fall and weep like me* 

5 Here will I ever lie, 

And tell thee all my care, 
And father, Abba, father cry, 
And pour a ceaseless pray'r. 

6 None can resist thy will : 

Speak, and it shall be done ! 
Thou wilt the work of faith fulfil, 
And perfect us in one. 

f 

^ HYMN 145-, C. M. 
vJN God we build our sur.e defence. 

In God our hope repose : 
His hand protects us in the fight, 

Aad guards us from our foes. 

2 Then be the earth's unwieldy frame 
From its foundation burPd, 
We may, unmoved with fear, enjoy 
The ruins of the world. 

9 Still to the mighty Lord of hostd 

Securely we resort •, 
Jfor refuge By to JacoVsOod, 
Our succour and sup^iof t« 



Our minds shall be serene and calm, 

Like Siloah's peaceful flood ; 
Whose soft and silver streams refresh 

The city of our God. 

5 He bids the din of War be still, 

And all its tumults cease ; 
He bids'the guiltless trumpet soutid 
Tbe harmony of peace. 

6 Hear then his formidable voice, 

Be still, and knowvthe Lord ; 
By all the heathen I'll be fear'd, 
By all the earth ador'd. 

^ HYMN 14*6. P. M. 

vJOD of my life, and author of my days 
Permit my feeble voice to lisp thy praise ; 
And trembling take upon a mortal tongue, 
That hallow'd name to harps of seraphs sung. 

2 I feel that name my inmost thoughts control. 
And breathe an awful stillness thro' my soul ; 
As by a charm the graves of grief subside ; 
Impetuous passion stops her headlong tide. 

9 At.thy felt presence all emotions cease. 
And niiy hush'd spirit finds a sudden peace, 
Till ev'ry worldly thought within me dies. 
And earth^s gay pageants vanish from my eyes. 

4 But soon, alas ! this holy calm is broke ; 
My soul submits to wear hec viotv\^A^cJ&r.^ 
With shackled pinions sirae% \.o ^^o^t'wvnws 
And mingles with the dross oi e%x^ ^^vx* 



5 From each terrestrial bondage set me free ; 
Still ev'ry wish that centers not in thee ; 
Bid my fond hopes, my vain disquiet cease. 
And point my path to everlasting peaceji 

6 If the soft hand of winning pleasure leads 
By living waters, and thro' flow'ry meads, 
Oh ! teach me to elude each latent snare, 
And whisper to my sliding heart — beware ! 

7 If friendless, in a vale of tears I stray, 
Where briers wound,i>thorns perplex my way, 
Still let my steady soul thy goodness see, 
And with strong confidence lay hold on thee* 

8 With equal eye my various lot receive, 
Resigned to die, or resolute to live ; 
Prepared to kiss the sceptre or the rod, 
While God is seen in all, and all in God. 

HYMN 147. C. M. 

X HUS to believers, while below, 

Has God his love expressed ; 
My presence still shall with thee go, 

And I will give thee rest. 

2 This as thy comfort, thou shalt know, 

The sweetest and the best ; 
My presence shall with thee abide, 
And I will give thee rest. 

3 Though with affliction's swelling tide 
, Thou sorely art oppte^^M \ 

My presence shall wilVi iVve^ ^vftft^ 
-^d I will give tiieexe^U 



4 When death to call thee shall appear, 

Still lean upon my breast ; 
My presence shall support thee there, 
And I will give thee rest. 

5 Then let his praise be our employ, 

'Till we're of heaven possess'd ; 
^lis presence then shall we enjoy, 
And there he'll give us rest. 

HYMN 148. C. M. 
r ATHER of Jesus Christ, my Lord, 

My Saviour, and my head ; 
I truaft in thee, whose powerful word 

Hath rais'd him from the dead. 

■ 

3 Thou know'st for my offence he died, 
And t*ose again for me : 
Fully and freely justified. 
That I might live to thee. ] 

3 Eternal life to all mankind, 

Thou hast in Jesus giv'n, 
And all shall seek, and in him find 
The happiness of heav'n. 

4 O God ! thy record 1 believe, 

In Abra'm's footsteps tread : 
And thus rejoicing to receive 
The Christ, the promis'd seed. 

HYMN 149. L. M* 
J N that great day when Jes\is corner 
To raise his children from lbe\t Vo\s^^> 
/fe^I take them to the seats abo^e. 
To dwell with him, the God ol\ove* 



2 Sweet recollection will begin, 

How. grace has sav^] their souls from sin : 
How mercy led them all the way. 
To the blest realms of endless day. 

3 Then will they to perfection know, 
AH they have waited for below ; 
Error and darkness then shall fly, 
And heav'n reveal a cloudless sky. 

4 Then shall the saints with joy approve 
The paths of providential love ; 
And, with united wonder, trace 

The methods of redeeming gi^ce. 

5 They will with pleasure then review 
The weary steps they trod below ; 
And in celestial accents tell, 

How Jesus has done all things well. 

6 The flock will then the shepherd own, 
And be his joy, and glorious crown, 
While mutual love and friendship reign, 
And smile through all the happy train. 

HYMN 150. P. M. 

A.LL ye that pass by to Jesus draw nigh 
To you is il nothing that Jesus should die 

Our ransom and peace, our surety he is 
Come, see if there ever was sorrow like 

2 The Lord in the day of his anger did lay 
Oar sins on the Lamb, and\ie\:>ot%\bftm.a^ 

ft* joy we approve iVve A^svgcv oWm. 
I a wonder below, atvd ^ viot^^^^ ^^ 



4 Love movM him to die, and on this we rely ; 
Our Jesus has lovM us, we cannot tell why, 

5 When time is no more, we still shall adore, 
This ocean of love, without bottom or shore. ' 

^ HYMN 151. S. M. 

IjOVE is the strongest tie 

That can our hearts unite^ 
Love makes our service liberty. 

Our ev'ry burden light. 

2 We run in God's commands 

When love directs the way ; 
With willing hearts, and active bands, 
Our Maker's will obey. 

3 Love softens all our toil, 

And makes our bondage blest ; 
The gloomy desert wears a smile 
When love inspires the breast. 

4 Let love for ever grow, 

And banish wrath and strife : 
So shall we witness here below 
The joys of social life. 

5 When we ascend the skies, 

And see the Saviour's face, 
Love will to full perfection rise, 
And reign thro' all the place. 

^ HYMN 1 52. L. M. 

\J haste the time, thou prince of peace, 

When war no more sVvaWWiV <5cie; ^^vS^\ 
But wraih and strife, atid\\»\.o1 ^^"^-i^. 
To thee their saBgoiue \io^\C\^^f^^^* 



4 Repress the horrid waste of life, 

Destroy the warrior's trade in blood ; 
And say, to all the tribes of earth, 
Be still, and know that I am God. 

3 Jehovah, speed the promisM day. 

When love shall hold unbounded reign ; 
And union sheathe the flaming sword, 
That hangs o^er desolation's plain. 

4 Ah ! come ye happy moments, come, 

When the whole earth shall own one Lord ; 
And thou the king, the God of peace, 
In peace for ever be ador'd. 

HYMN 153. C. M. 

X HY way, O God, is in the sea, 

Thy paths I cannot ti'ace ; 
Nor comprehend the mystery 

Of thine unbounded grace. 

2 'Tis but in part I know thy will, 

I bless thee for the sight ; 
When will thy love the rest reveal 
In glory's clearer light ? 

3 Here the dark veils of flesh and sense 

My captive soul surround ; 
Mysterious deeps of providence 
My wond'ring thoughts confound. 

4 When I behold thy awful hand, 

TAy earthly hopes destroy ; 
Jo deep astooishmenll Btdkud, 
And ask ike reason vrY^?* 



5 As thro' a glass, I dimly see 

The wonders of thy love ; 
How little do I know of thee, 
Or of the joys above ! 

6 When will the day of perfect light, 

The happy morn arise, 
That shalf remove the shades of night 
From my beclouded eyes ? 

7 With rapture shall I then survey 

Thy providence and grace ; 
And spend an everlasting day 
In wonder, love, and praise. 

Q HYMN 154. P. M. 

feONS of men, triumphant rise. 
Shout th' accomplished sacrifice, 
Shout your sins in Christ forgiv'n. 
Sons of God, and heirs of heav'n. 

3 Saints that now to Christ belong. 
Listening angels join the song ; 
Sing with us, ye heav'nly powers. 
Pardon, grace, and glory ours ! 

3 Love's mysterious work is done : 
Greet we now th' atoning Son, 
Heal'd and quicken'd by his blood, 
Join'd to Christ and one with God. 

4 Christ, of all our hopes the seal, 
Peace divine in Christ we feel, 
Pardon to our souls applied, 

Dead for you, for me he died. 

L 



6 Christ by faith we taste below^ 
Mightier joys ordain'd to know, 
When his utmost grace we prove, 
Rise to heav'n in perfect love. 



H 



HMYN 155. P. M. 
E AV'NLY Father, here we hless thee, 
All thy goodness we adore ; 
And with humble songs address thee, 

God of mercy, love, and pow'r. 
Thou hast been our great salvation. 
Thro' the world's deceitful maze ; 
Thro' affliction and temptation 
Thou hast kept us all our days. 

2 Having help from thee obtained. 

Here before thee. Lord, we stand ; 
Foes and fear§ thou hast restrained. 

By thy gracious, mighty hand ; 
Ev'ry want hast thou supplied. 

Life and health, and needful food ; 
Nothing has thy love denied, 

Which thou knew'st would do us good. 

3 But renewing love and favour, 

In us wrought by sovereign grace, 
Thro' a dear and precious Saviour, 

Call for songs of loudest praise ; 
Here our sins are all forgiven ; 

Here our mighty debt is paid ; 
Here we've peace, and peace with heaTea, 
Made with hiia out \vvvcv^\v^%ji« 



HYMN 1 56. C. M. 
jtxMAZING grace ! how sweet the sound! 

That sav'd a worm like me ! 
I once was lost, but now am found ; 

Was blind, but now fsee. 

2 'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, 

And grace mv fears relieved ; 
How precious did that grace appear, 
The hour I first belier'd! 

3 Through many dangers, toils, and snares^ 

I have already come ; 
n'is grace has brought me safe thus far, 
And grace will lead me home. 

4 The Lord has promised good to me. 

His word my hope secures ; 
He will my shield and portion be. 
As long as life endures. 

5 Yes, when this flesh and heart shall fail, 

And mortal life shall cease ; 
I shall possess, within the veil, 
A life of joy and peace. 

6 The earth shall soon dissolve like snow, 

The sun forbear to shine; 
But God, who calPd me here below, 
Will be for ever mine. 

HYMN 157. CM. 

1 AM fsaith Christ) your glorious W-^i^ 
(May we attention give") 
The resurrection of tbte dead, 
The life of all that Uv«* 



2 By faith in me the soul receives 
New life, though dead before ; 
And he that in m^ name believes^ 
Shall lUve to die no more. 

^ The sinner sleeping in his grave, 
Shall at my voice awake ; 
And when I once begin to save, 
My work I ne'er forsake." 

4 Fulfil thy promise, gracious Lord, 

On us assembled here ; 
Put forth thy spirit with the word, 
And cause the dead to hear. 

5 Preserve the pow'r of faith alive 

In those who love thy name : 
For sin and satan daily strive 
To quench the sacred flame. 

6 Thy pow'r and mercy first prevailed 

From death to set us free ; 
And often since our life had faiPd, 
If not renewM by thee. 

7 To thee we look, to thee we bow. 

To thee for help we call ; 
Our life and resurrection thou, 
Our hope, our joy, our all. 

HYMN 158. C. M. 

IVX Y soul, arise in joyful lays, 

Renounce this earthly clod, 
Tune all thy powers to&weeV^^\.\im%^^ 
And sing thy gracious God. 



2 When in my heart his heavenly love. 

He sweetly sheds abroad, 
How joyfully he makes me prove 
He is my gracious God ! 

3 When borne on faith's adventurous wing^ 

I mount to his abode, 
Then, while I soar, I sweetly sing, 
He is my gracious Gpd, 

4 When in my last departing hour 

I pass thro' death's cold flood, 
Upheld by sov'reign love and power, 
Pil sing my gracious God. 

5 But when he shall my spirit bring 

To heav'n, my bless'd abode, 
There to eternity I'll sing, 
Thou art my gracious God. 

jj HYMN 159. CM. 

irlOW precious is the book divine 

By inspiration giv'n ! 
Bright as a lamp its doctrines shine 

To guide our souls to heaven. 

2 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts 

In this dark vale of tears ; 
Life, light, and joy, it still imparts, 
And quells our rising fears. 

3 This lamp through all the tedious night 

Of life shall guide our way, 
Till we behold the clearer \\^X 
Of an eternal day. 



HYMN 160. S. M. 

CjRACE ! His a charming sound ! 

Harmooious to the ear ! 
Heaven ^ith the echo shall resotl^nd, 

And all the earth shall hear. 

S Grace first contriv'd a way 
To save rebellious man, 
And all the steps that grace display, 
Which drew the wond'rous plan. 

3 Grace first inscribed my name 

In God^s eternal book : 
'Twas grace that gave me to the Lamb, 
Who all my sorrows took. 

4 Grace led my roving feet 

To tread the heav'niy road ; 
And new supplies each hour I meet. 
While pressing on to God. 

5 Grace taught my soul to pray, 

And made my eyes overflow : 
'Twas grace which kept me to this day. 
And will not let me go. 

6 Grace all the work shall crown, 

Thro' everlasting days ; 
It lays in Heaven the topmost stone, 
And well deserves the praise. 

HYMN 161. P. M. 

Jr ROM heav'n the loud, th' angelic some beg 
It abook the skies, and re^cUM astonish^ m\ 
By man re-echoed it sViaW mouwv ^^V5\^ 
Waifei iragtant odours fiV\ \\ie^a\\^^l^^^• 



2 Worthy the Lamb of boundless sway. 

In earth or heav'n the Lord of all y 
Ye princes, rulers, pow'rs obey. 
And low before his footstool fall. 

3 The deed was done ; the Lamb was slain; 

The groaning earth the bucthen bore : 
He rose, he lives ; he lives to reign, 

Nor time shall shake his endless powV.^ 

4 Riches, and all that decks the great, 

From worlds unnumber'd hither bring ; 
The tribute pour before his seat. 
And hail the triumphs of our king. 

5 Wisdom and strength arc his«lone, 

He raised the top-stone shouting grace ; 
Honour has built his lofty throne. 
And glory shines upon his face. 

6 From heav'n, from earth, loud burst* of praise 

The mighty blessings shall proclaim : 
Blessings that earth to glory raise, 
The purchase of the wounded Lamb. 

7 Higher, still higher, swell the strain ; 

Creation's voice the note prolong ; 
The Lamb shall ever, ever reign ; 
Let Hallelujahs crown the song. 

Hallelujah. 

^ HYMN 162. P. M. 

J ESUS, all hail ! thou risen Saviour hail ! 

Atthy command, the seventh trujsip shall sounds 
The sun retire, the moon, the stairs Vwttv^^^^ 

Andheav% and earth, andsea^xio tosytOo^ 
founds 



2 RousM at thy word, the^sluinVring nations risCf 
Thedead, who live not till the trump be blown, 
LiA np to thee their supplicating eyes, 
And they who piercM thee, weep at mercy's 
throne : 

S On all their sins the. cleansing fountain rolls, 
Their robes are wash'd in thine all saving 
blood ; 
The fount of life supplies their thirsty souls, 
And ev'ry nation drinks the living flood* 

4 BathM in the crimson stream of life divine, 

With tears of joy in ecstasy they cry ; 
^' The east, the west, the south, the north, are 
thine, 
From everlasting, thine, we shall not die." 

5 " All souls are mine ; all live to God in me, 

The first the last, the last the first proclaim ; 

Jew, Gentile, Greek, Barbarian, bond or free, 

Are one new man, & bearlmmanuePs name." 

HYMN 163. C. M. 

1 HERE is a fountain filPd with blood, 
Drawn from Emmanuel's veins; 

And sinners plung'd beneath that flood, 
I^ose all their guilty stains. 

2 The dying thief rejoic'd to see 
That fountain in his day ; 
And there have I. as vile as he, 
Washed aJl my sins away« 



3 Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood 

Shall never lose its power, 
'Till all the ransom'd church of God 
Be sav^d to sin no more* 

4 E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream 

Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has been my theme^ 
And shall be, till I die. 

5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 

I'll sing thy pow'r to save ; 
[ When this poor lisping stamm'ring tongue 
Lies silent in the grave. 

6 Lord, I believe thou hast prepared 

(Unworthy though I be) 
For me a blood-bought free reward, 
A golden harp for me ! 

7 'Tis strung, and tun'd for endless years^ 

And form'd by pow'r divine, 
To sound in God the Father's ears 
No other name but thine. 

^ HYMN 164. S. M. 

OOME, ye that love the Lord, 
And let your joys be known ; 

Join in a. song with sweet accord 
While ye surround the throne. 

2 The sorrows of the mind 

Be banish'd from this place \ 
Religion never was designed 
TomaA:e our pleasures \e%?k* 



3 The God that rules on high, 

And all the earth surveys, 
Who rides upon the stormy sky, 
And calms the roaring seas ; 

4 This awful God is ours, 

Our father and our love ; 
He shall send down his heavenly powers, 
To carry us above. 

5 There shall we see his face. 

And never, never sin ! 
There from the rivers of his grace 
Drink endless pleasures in. 

6 Yes, and before we rise 

To that immortal state. 
The thoughts of such amazing blis^ 
Should constant joys create. 

7 Then let our songs abound. 

And evVy tear be dry ; 
We're marching thro' EmmanuePs ground 
To fairer worlds on high. 

HYMN 165. L. M. 
JL HE whole creation can afford 
But some faint shadows of my Lord ; 
Nature, to make his beauties known, 
Must mingle colours not her own. 

2 Is he a vine ?.his heav'nly root 

Supplies the boughs with life and fruit : 
OInta lasting union joVu 
My soal to Christ the \v\\iv£vvcv^* 



3 Is he a fountain ? there I bathe, 

And heal the plague of sin and death : 
These waters all my soul renew, 
And cleanse my spotted gannents too* 

4 Is he a fire ? heMl purge my dross ; 
But the true gold sustains no loss : 
Like a refiner shall he sit, 

And tread the refuse with his feet* 

5 Is he a rock ? how firm he proves J 
The rock of ages never moves ! 

Yet the sweet streams that fix>m him flow 
Attend us all the desert through. 

6 Is he a way ? he leads to God ; 
The path is drawn in lines of blood ; 
There would I walk with hope and zeal 
Till I arrive at Sion's hill. 

7 Is he a temple ? I adore 

Th' in-dwelling majesty and pow'r ; 
And still to his most holy place, 
Whene'er I pray, Pll turn my face. 

8 Nor earth, nor seas, nor sun, nor stars, 
Nor heav'n his full resemblance bears ; 
His beauties we can never trace 
Till we behold him face to face. 

n^ HYMN 166. L. M. 

J^ OW to the Lord, a noble song : 
Awake, my soul, awake m'j lot\^w^\ 
Hosanna to th' eternal name^ 
And all his boundlesa love ^tocWvov^c 



8 Sec where it shines in Jesu's face 
The brightest image of his grace ; 
God, in the person of his Son, 
Hath all his mightiest works out-done. 

3 The spacious earth and spreading flood 
Proclaim the wise and powVful God ; 
And thy rich glories from afar 
Sparkle in evVy rolling star. 

4 

A But in his looks a glory stands, 
The noblest labour of thine hands ! 
The pleasing lustre of his eyes 
Outshines the wonders of the skies. 

5 Grace ! 'tis a sweet, a charming theme : 
My thoughts rejoice at Jesu's name ! 
Ye angels, dwell upon the sound; 

Ye heav'as, reflect it to the, ground ! i 

6 Oh may I live to reach the place 
Where he unveils his lovely face ! 
Where all his beauties you behold, 
And sing his name to harps of gold ! 

HYMN 167. C. M. 
XjORD, when I count thy mercies o'er, 

They strike me with surprise ; 
Not all the sands that spread the shore 

To equal numbers rise. 

2 My flesh with fear and wonder stands, 

The product of ihy skill-, 
And hourly blessings feorEi vVi^j V'^xA's^ 
Thy thoughts oi lo\e re^^'AV. 



3 These on my heart by night I keep j 
How kind, how dear to me ! 
O may the hour that ends my sleep 
Still find my thoughts witn thee* 

HYMN 168. C. M. 
^RISE, my soul, my joyful pow'rs, 

And triumph in my God ; 
Awake, my voice, and loud proclaim 

His glorious grace abroad. 

S He raisM me from the deeps of sin, 
The gates of gaping hell. 
And fixM my standing more secure; 
Than 'twas before I fell. 

3 The arms of everlasting love 

Beneath my soul he placed, 
And on the rock of ages set 
My slippery footsteps fast. 

4 The city of my blessM abode 

Is walPdaround with grace ; 
Salvation for a bulwark stands. 
To shield the sacred place. 

5 Arise, my soul, awake my voice, 

And tunes of pleasure sing ; 
Loud hallelujahs shall address 
My Saviour and my king. 

HYMN 169. C. M. 

bo did the Hebrew prophet raise 
The brazen serpent high ; 

The wounded felf immediate e^e^ 
The camp forbore to die* 

M 



2 " Look forward in the dying hour, 
" And live," the prophet cries ; 
But Christ performs a nobler cure, 

When faith lifts up her eyes. 

3 High on the cross the Saviour hung, 

High in the heav'ns he reigns ; 
Here sinners by th' old serpent stung, 
Look and forget their pains. 

4 When God's own Son is lifted up, 

A dying world revives : 
The Jew beholds the glorious hope, 
Th' expiring Gentile lives. 

HYMN 1 70. C. M. 
JdlOW large the promise ! how divine 

To Abra'm and his seed ! 
^^ Pll be a God to thee and thine^ 

Supplying all their need." 

2 The words of his extensive love 

From age to age endure ; 
The angel of the covenant proves, 
And seals the blessing sure* 

3 Jesus the ancient faith confirms, 

To our great fathers giv'n : 
He takes young children to his arms. 
And calls them heirs of heaven. 

4 Our God, how faithful are his ways, 

His love endures the s^me : 
Nor from the promise oi Yi\^ ^^^ 
Blots out his cbildrerfa ivwaft* 



J HYMN 171. L. M. 

J UST are thy ways, and true thy word, 

Great rock of my secure abode : 
Who is a God beside the Lord 2 

Or Where's a refuge like our God ? 

2 'Tis he that girds me with his might, 

Gives me his holy sword to wield : 
And while with sin and hell I fight, 
Spreads his salvation for my shield. 

3 He lives, and (blessed be my rock) 

The God of my salvation lives : 
The dark designs of hell are broke; 
Sweet is the peace my father gives. 

4 Before the scoffers of the age 

I will exalt my father's name : 
Nor tremble at their mighty rage, 

But meet reproach, and bear the shame. 

5 To David and his royal seed 

Thy grace for ever shall extend : 
Thy love to men in Christ their head, 
Knows not a limit, nor an end. 

HYMN 172. L. M. 

W HEN God is nigh, my faith is strong, 
His arm is my almighty pi'op : 

Be glad, my heart, rejoice my tongue, 
My dying flesh sht'A rest in. hope. 

2 Though in the dust I lay my Vv^^d^ 

Yet. gracious God, iViou V\\\. ^xoX-X^*^^^ 
My soul for ever with lYie Ae^.^, 
JNor lose thy children \u X.Vv^ ?y^N^- 



3 My flesh shall thy first call obey, 

Shake off the dust, and rise on high ; 
Then shalt thou lead the wond'rous way, 
Up to thy throne above the sky. 

4 There streams of endless pleasures flow; 

And full discov'iies of thy grace, 
(Which we but tasted here below) 
Spread heav'nly joys through all the place* 

HYMN 173. C. M. 

XjORD, r have made thy word my choice, 

My lasting heritage : 
There shall my noblest pow'cs rejoice, 

My warmest thoughts engage. 

2 PU read the histories of thy love, 

And keep thy laws in sight, 

While through the promises 1 rove 

With ever fresh delight. 

» 
'Tis a broad land of wealth unknown. 

Where springs of life arise. 

Seeds of immortal bliss are sown, 

And hidden glory lies. 

4 The best relief that mourners have : 
It makes our sorrows blest : 
Our fairest hope beyond the grave, 
And our eternal rest. 

HYMN 174. C. M. 

JT ROM thee, my God, my joys shall rise, 
And run eternal rounds 
Beyond the limits of iVve sVdea, 
And aJl created bounds* 



2 The holy triumphs of my soul 

Shall death itself out-brave ; 
Leave dull mortality behind, 
And fly beyond the grave. 

3 There where my blessed Jesus reigns 

In heaven's unmeasurM space, 
ni spend a long eternity 
In pleasure and in praise. 

4 Millions of years my wondering eyes 

Shall o'er thy beauties rove, 
And endless ages I'll adore 
The glories of thy love. 

HYMN 175. C. M. 

xjLEST are the souls that hear and know 

The gospel's joyful sound ; 
Peace shall attend the path they go, 

And light their steps surround. 

2 Their joy shall bear iheir spirits up, 

Through their Redeemer's name : 
His righteousness exalts their hope, 
Nor Satan dares condemn. 

3 The Lord, our glory and defence. 

Strength and salvation gives ; 
Isr'el, thy king for ever reigns, 
Thy God for ever lives. 

HYMN 1 76. C. M. 

J OY to the world ; the Lord is come, 

Let earth receive her kiu^*. 
Let ev^ry heart prepare V\\txv Toati\> 
And Heav'n and nal\ite siti^* 

ma 



2 Joy to the earth, the Saviour reigns ! 

Let men their songs employ : 
While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and plaii 
Repeat the sounding joy. 

3 No more let sins and sorrows grow, 

Nor thorns infest the ground ; 
He comes to make his blessings flow 
Far as the curse is found. 

4 H^ came with truth and grace to bless 

The nations, and to prove 
The common parent's faithfulness, 
And universal love. 

p HYMN 1 77. L. M. 

JTRAISE, everlasting praise, be paid 
To him that earth's foundation laid ; 
Praise to the God, whose strong decrees 
Sway the creation as he please. 

2 Praise to the goodness of the Lord, 
Who rules his people by his word. 
And there, as strong as his decrees. 
He sets his kindest promises. 

3 Firm are the words his prophets give, 
Sweet words on which his children live r 
Each of them is the voice of God, 
Who spoke and spread the skies abroad. 

4 Each of them powVful as that sound 
That bids the new-made world go round ; 

Ajid stronger than the so\\d ^e%^ 
On which the wheel of ivatut^ toYft% 



5 Whence then should doubts and fears arise ? 
Why trickling sorrows drown our eyes ? 
Slowly,' alas ! our mind receives 

The comforts that our Maker ^ives« 

6 O for a strong and lasting faith 
To credit what th^ Almighty saith ! 
T' embrace the message of his Son, 
And call the joys of heaven our own* 

7 Then should the earth's old pillars shake, 
And all the wheels of nature break, 

Our steady souls would fear no more 
Than solid rocks when billows roar. 

8 Our everlasting hopes arise 
Above the ruinable skies, 
Where the eternal builder reigns. 
And his own court his pow'r sustains. 

HYMN 178. L. M. 

Nature with open volume stands 
To spread her maker's praise abroad ; 

And ev'ry labour of his hands 
Shows something worthy of a God. 

2 But in the grace that rescued man. 

His brightest form of glory shines ; 
Hereon the cross^ 'tis fairest drawn, 
In precious blood and crimson lines. 

3 Here his whole name appears complete ; 

Nor wit can guess, nor reason ^roye^ 
Which of the letters best \% wt\\.^ 
TAepowV, the wisdoia> ot i3ftft\w%% 



HYMN 179. C. M. 
\J FOR an overcoming faith 

To cheer my dying hours, 
To triumph o'er the monster death| 

And ail his frightful powers ! 

3 Joyful with all the strength I have, 
My quivVing lips should sing, 
" Where is thy boasted vict'ry, grave ? 
*' And where the monster's sting ?" 

3 If sin be pardon'd, I'm secure ; 

De^th hath no sting beside ; 
The law gives sin its damning pow'r ; 
But Christ, my ransom, died. 

4 Now to the God of victory 

Immortal thanks be paid, 
Who makes us conqu'rors while we die, 
Through Christ our living head. 

^ HYMN 180. C. M. 

J. HE volume of my father's grace, 

Does all my grief assuage : 
Here I behold my Saviour's face 
Almost in ev'ry page. 

2 This is the field where hidden lies 
The pearl of price unknown ; 
That merchant is divinely wise 
Who makes the pearl his own* 

S Here consecrated water flows 

To quench my thirst oi s\xi\ 
Here tbe /air tree of knovr\ed^<^ ^si'vi^'i 
ifw dSLDget. dweUg \Ues^va% 



4 This is the judge that ends the strife^ 

, Where wit and reason fail ; \ 

My guide to everlasting life 
Through all this gloomy vale. 

5 0! may thy counsels, mighty God, 

My roving feet command 2 
[^^ Nor I forsake the happy road. 
That leads to thy right hand* 

_ HYMN 181. C. M. 

JoEGIN, my tongue, some heav'niy theme. 
And speak some boundless thing, 

The mighty works or mightier name 
Of our eternal king. 

2 Tell of his wondVous faithfulness, 

And sound his pow'r abroad ; 
Sing the sweet promise of his grace, 
And the performing God. 

3 Proclaim ' Salavation from the Lord, 

* For wretched dying men 5' 
His hand has writ the sacred word 
With an immortal pen. 

4 Engrav'd as in eternal brass 

The mighty promise shines : 
Nor can the pow'rs of darkness raze 
Those everlasting lines. 

§ He that can dash whole worlds to death, 
And make them when he please t 
Bespeaks, aqd that Almighty \>te^X)x 
Fulfils bis great decrees* 



His very word of grace is strong. 
As (hat which buiit the skies : 
The voice that rolls the stars aloDg, 
Speaks all the promises. 

7 He said, " Let the wide heav'n be spread," 

And heav'n was stretch'd abroad ; 
* Abra'm, PU be thy God,^ he said, 
And he was Abr'am's God. 

8 Oh might I hear thy heav'nly tongue 

But whisper, " Thou art mine !'' 
Those gentle words should raise my song 
To notes almost divine. 

C How would my leaping heart rejoice, 
And think my heav'n secure ! 
I trust the All-creating voice, i. 
And faith desires no more. ' 

^ HYMN 182. S. M. 

jVLY soul, repeat his praise, 

Whose mercies are so great ; 
TThose anger is so slow to rise. 

So ready to abate. 

3 High as the heavens are raisM 
Above the ground we tread. 
So far the riches of his grace, 
Our highest thoughts exceed. 

3 His power subdues our sins ; 

And his forgiving \o^^, 
Far as the east Is from iVie ^e^v^ 
Doth all our guiU TtmoN^* 



•^r" 



4 The pity of the Lord, 

To those that fear his name, 
Is such as tender parents feel ; 
He knows our feeble frame* 

5 Our days are as the grass, 

Or like the morning flowV ; 
If one sharp blast sweep o'et the field, 
It withers in an hour* 

6 But thy compassion, Lord, 

To endless years endure ! 
And children's children ever find 
Thy words of promise sure. 

HYMN 183. L. M. 

Another six days work is done j 
Another Sabbath is begun ; 
Return, my soul, enjoy thy rest, 
Improve the day thy God has blest. 

3 Come, bless the Lord, whose lore assigns^ 
So sweet a rest to wearied minds ; 
Provides an antepast of heaven, 
And gives this day the food of seven. 

3 O that our thoughts and thanks may rise, 
As grateful incense tQ the skies ; 

And draw from Heaven that sweet repos^j 
Which, none but he that feels it, knows. 

4 This heavenly calm within the breast, . 
Is the dear pledge of glorious reie^t. 
TK|fcA for the church of GodtetcidCfiNiKi 
The end of cares, tlie eM oi p^VEA-s 



5 With joy, great God, thy works we view, 
In varied scenes both old and new : 
With praise, we think on mercies past, 
With hope, we future pleasures taste. 

6 In holy duties let the day, 
In holy pleasures pass away : 

How sweet, a Sabbath thus to spend, 
In hope of one that ne'er shall end! 

^ HYMN 184. P. M. 

V>/OME, let us anew 
Our journey pursue, 

Roll round with the year, 
And never stand still till the Master appear f 
His adorable will 
Let us eladly fulfil, 
And our tsilents improve 
By the patience of hope, and the labour of lov^. 

2 Our life is a dream, 
Our time as a stream 

Glides swiftly away. 
And the fugitive moment refuses to stay ; 
The arrow is flown. 
The moment is gone ; 
The millennial year 
Rushes on to our view, and eternity^s here. 

3 O that each in the day 
Of his coming may say, 

^ I have fought niy way through, 

' ' 'd the work thoxx dvdsx %,ive me to do.^ 



O that each from his Lord 
May receive the glad word, 
< Well and faithfully done ! 
Enter into my joy, and sit down on my throne*' 

HYMN 185. L. M. 

{^O let our lips and lives express 
The holy gaspel we profess ; 
So let pach christian virtue shine 
To prove the doctrine all divine* 

2 Thus shall we best thine honours raise ; 
Great God, and others learn to praise ; 
When heav'nly truth shall reign within, 
And break the pow'r of ev'ry sin. 

3 Our flesh and sense must be denyM, 
Passion and envy, lust and pride ; 
While justice, temp'rance, truth and love, 
Our inward piety approve. 

4 What though we drink of sorrow's cup, 
Religion bears our spirits up ; 

Hope waits the coming of the Lord, 
And faith stands learfing on his word* 

^ HYMN 186. S. M. 

JL O God the only wise. 

Our Saviour and our King, 
Let cill his saints, with joyful hearts, 

Their humble praises bring. 

2 By his unfading love, 

His connscl, and his ca.Te, 
From f'dlUw^ he can keep w^ s^te^ 
i4i2c/ guard from ev'ry sM^te% 



3 He can present our souls 

Unblemish'd and complete^ 
Before ihe glory of his face, 
With joys divinely great, 

4 There all his duteous sons 

Shall meet around the throne, 
Shall bless the conduct of his grace. 
And make his wonders known. 

5 To God the only wise, 

All majesty belongs, 
And be his pow'r and grace ador'd 
In everlasting songs* 

HYMN 187. L. M. 
J. HIS is the word of truth and love, 
Sent to the nations from above ; 
Jehovah here resolves to show 
What his almighty grace can do. 

2 This remedy did wisdom find, 
To heal diseases of the mind ; 

This sov-reigti balm, whose virtues can 
Restore the ruinM creature, man. 

3 The gospel bids the dead revive ; 
Sinners obey the voice and live ; 

Dry bones are rais'd and cloth'd afresh. 
And hearts of stone are turnM to flesh. 

4 In regions of the darkest night, 
The gospel strikes a heav'nly light ; 

Our iusts its wond^row^ pc^^'^^ ^ow\x^U^ 
And calms the rage ol ^xv^rj w{^&% 



5 Lions and beasts of savage name 
Put on the nature of the lamb ; 

While the wide world esteems it strange, 
Gaze, and admire, and hate the change. 

6 May but this grace my soul renew. 
Let others gaze, and hate me too ; 
The word that saves me does engage 
A sure defence from all their rage* 

HYMN 188, S. M. 
XjEHOLD the grace appear, 

The blessing promised long ; 
Angels announce the Saviour near 

In this triumphant song : 

2 " Glory to God on high, 

And heav'nly peace on earth ; 

Good will to men, to angels joy. 

At your Redeemer's birth." 

3 In worship so divine. 

Shall man refrain his part ? 
Forbid it, gratitude! we join 
The song, with grateful heart. 

4 Glory to God on high, 

And Ijeav'nly peace on earth, 
Good will to men, to angels joy, 
At our Redeemer's birth. 

HYMN 189. CM. 
JlHOU causest, Lord, thy suiv \ft ^Vi\sn.^< 
Thy rain on them to feW, 
^ Who most transgress tVie\^VJ d\N\\\»\ 
For ibQu art good to a\\. 



9 Thine image in thy Son we view. 
Who full of grace was found. 
When slanders cruel as untrue 
Encompass'd him around. 

3 Their rais'ries his compassion move, 

He shed for them his blood ; 
Who rendered hatred for his love, 
And evil for his good. 

4 Their malice rages all his days ; 

He pities them till death ; 
And pardon for his murd'rers prays. 
With his expiring breath. 

5 Let not this bright example shine, 

And ineffectual prove ; 
Like his my spirit, Lord, incline 
Mine enemies to love. 

6 Good for their evil to repay, 

Still be it my concern, 
Till all their malice melt away, 
And they shall kindness learn* 

^^^ HYMN 190. P M. 

W E own the grace divine 

Which all unites to join, 
And praise and seek their God to^ay. 

We would with willing feet, 

Lord, in thy temple meet, 
United homage glad to pay. 

7 Thrice happy is the \JteLce 
Where Gad uaveils m& i^^^<s 



The purest pleasures there are found* 
His servants there appear 
To pray, and praise, and hear 

The sacred gospePs joyful sound* 

There God hath fix'd his throne, 
There makes his pleasure known, 

Reveals his grace and justice there* 
He bids the saints rejoice, 
While sinners hear his voice, 

And learn his holy name to fear* 

May peace attend thy gate, 

And joy within thee wait, 
To bless the soul of ev'ry guest* 

The man that seeks thy peace, 

And wishes thine increase, 
A thousand blessings on him rest ! 

My soul shall pray again. 

Peace with this house remain, 
For there my friends and brethren dwell ; 

And since my Father there 

Draws to his children near, 
My soul shall ever love thee well* 

HYMN 191* S. M. 
BLESS the Lord, my soul ! 
Let all within me join. 
And aid my tongue to bless his namei 
Whose favours are divine. 

2 O bless the Lord, my soul ! 
Nor let his mercies lie 
Suiik in a long forgetfu\ue&%) 
And without praises d\e« 

N » 
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3 'Tis he forgives thy sins, 

'Tis he relieves thy pain ; 
'Tis he that heals thy sicknesses, 
And makes thee young again. 

4 He crowns thy life with love, 

When ransom'd from the grave ; 
He that redeems our souls from death, 
From ev'ry ill can save. 

5 He fills the poor with good : 

He gives the suflPrers rest ; 
His justice shall oppressors find. 
His mercy the oppressed. 

6 By Moses he of old. 

One nation taught his name ; 
But truth and grace to all the world, 
He sent when Jesus t:ame. 

HYMN 1 92. C. M. 

yj For a shout of sacred joy 
To God the sov'reign king ! 

Let ev'ry land their tongues employ, 
And hymns of triumph sing. 

2 In Isr'el stood his ancient throne ^ 

He lov'd that chosen race ; 
But now he calls the world his own, 
And heathens taste his grace. 

3 While angels form new songs of praise, 

Let mortals learn their strains : 
,And all the earth new Vioivout?^ T^^s^^ 
O^er all the earth be Te\\gEv«* 



4 Rehearse his praise with awe profound ; 
Let knowledge lead the song ; 
Nor mock him with a solemn sound, 
Upon a thoughtless toiigue< 




HYMN 193. P. M. 
jLl ARK ! the voice of love and mercy 

Sounds aloud from Calvary ; 
Rending rocks the words attesting, 

Shaking earth, and vailed sky ; 
" It is finished," 
Was the Saviour's dying cry, 

2 That which prophets long predicted— 

That which legal sacrifice 
Only shadow'd, not effected — 
That which justice satisfies, 

Now IB FINISHED ! 

So the dying Saviour cries. 

3 Now redemption is completed, 

Sin aton'd, the curse remov'd, 
Satan, death, and bell defeated, 

As his rising fully prov'd ; 
All is finished ! 

Here our hopes do rest unmoved. 

4 O the life, the peace, the pVe^swce 

Which these charming vioidi!^ ^^o's^'^* 



Heav'nly blessings without measure 

Flow to us through Christ the Lord : 
" It is finished !" 
Let our joyful soogs record. 

5 Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs, 
Sound aloud ImmanuePs fame ; 

All creation, swell the chorus; 
Dwell upon this pleasing theme, 

" It is finished !'' 

Glory to the worthy lamb! 

^ HYMN 191. P. M. 

J. HUS saith the church's head, 
Judge of the quick and dead, 

Quickly 1 come : 
Let my redeemed pray, 
O Lord ! make no delay ; 
Hasten that happy day : 

Lord, quickly come. 

2 Let us with one accord, 
Shout our returning Lord ; 

Welcome him near : 
Soon shall he come again ; 
Soon shall begin his reign ; 
Soon shall his foes be slain ; 

Soon he'll appear* 

'3 Jesus who died for sins, 
Kow in his glory shines, 

Claiming his own: 
^^ Father I will (saith he) 
Those thou hast giv'u lo me, 
Should all my glory see, 



4 Well may the ransomed throng 
Make sov'reign grace their song, 

Mercy adore : 
For all the work was done 
By the dear Lamb alone ; 
Praise him who fills the throne, 

For ever more. 

HYMN 195. P. M. 
O'ER those gloomy hills of darkness, 

Look, my soul, be jtill and gaze. 
All the promises do Mfvel 
On a glorious day of grace, 
' Blessed jubilee, &c. 
Let thy glorious morning dawn. 

2 Let the Indian, let the negro, 

Let the rude barbarian see, 
That divine and glorious conquest, 
Once obtained on Calvary ; 
Let the gospel, &c. 
Word resound from pole to pole* 

3 Kingdoms wide that sit in darkness. 

Let ihem have the glorious light. 
And from eastern coast to western. 
May the morning chase the night, 

And redemption, &c. 

Freely purchased win the day. 

4 May the glorious day approaching. 

From eternal darfeness dawn, 
And the everlasting gospel 
Spread abroad thy ho\y tidixve \ 
All the borders, &;c« 
Of the great ImmauueVs^VaxA* 



5 Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel, 
Win and conquer, never ceasie ; 
May ihy lasting wide dominions 
Multiply, and still increase ; 
May thy sceptre, &c. 
Sway th' enlight'ned world around. 

HYMN 196. P. M. 
vJN wings of faith, mount up my soul,and rise, 
View thine inheritance beyond the skies ; 
Nor heart can think, nor mortal tongue can tell, 
Whatendless pleasures in those mansionsdwell: 

Here our Redeemer lives all bright & glorious, 
O'er sin, k death, & hell, he reigns victorious. 

2 No gnawing grief, no sad heart-rending pain, 
In that blest country can admission gain ; 
No sorrow there, no soul-tormenting fear, 
For God's own hand shall wipe the fallingtear. 

Here our Redeemer lives, &c. 

3 Before the throne a chrystal river glides, 
Immortal verdure decks its cheerful sides ; 
Here the fair tree of life majestic rears 

Its blooming head, and sovereign virtue bears. 
Here our Redeemer lives, &c. 

4 No rising sun his needless beams displays. 
No sickly moon emits her feeble rays ; , 
The Godhead here celestial glory sheds, 
Th^ exahed Lamb eternal radiance spreads. 

Here our Redeemer \\ves, &lc% 

^ One distant glimpse my eia.?pt ^^^w^tva. %.\^^N 
Jesus, to thee, my longxti^ ^o\x\ ^v«^^ * 



When shall I at my heavenly home arrive, 
When leave this earth, and when begin to live ! 

For here my Saviour is all bright and glorious, 
O'er sk), & death, & hell, he reigns victorious. 

HYMN 197. C. M. 
vJN Jordan's stormy banks I stand, 

And cast a wishful eye 
To Canaan's fair and happy laitd, 

Where my possessions lie. 

2 O the transporting, rapt'rous scene. 

That rises to my sight ! 
Sweet fields array'd in living green, 
And rivers of delight ! 

3 There gen'rous fruits thai never fail, 

On trees immortal grow : 
There rocks, and hills, and brooks, and vales, 
With milk and honey flow. 

4 All o'er those wide extended plains 

Shines one eternal day : 
There God the sun for ever reigns. 
And scatters night away. 

5 No chilling winds, or pois'nous breath 

Can reach that healthful shore : 
Sickness and sorrow, pain and death, 
Are felt and fear'd no more. 

_ HYMN 198. C. M. 

X HE glorious armies of the sky 

To thee, almighty Kviv^, 
Triumphant anthems cotl&^CT^^.^'^ 
And hallelujahs s\ng% 



2 But still their most exalted j9ights 

Fall vastly short of thee : 
How distant then must human praise 
From thy perfections be ! 

3 Yet how, my God, shall I refrain, 

When to my ravished sense 
Each creature every where around, 
Displays thy excellence ! 

4 The active lights that shine above 

In their eternal dance. 
Reveal their skilful maker's praise 
With silent elegance. 

5 The blushes of the morn confess 

That thou art still more fair, 
When in the east its beams revive, 
To gild the fields of air. 

6 The fragrant, the refreshing breeze, 

Of ev'ry flow'ry bloom, 
In balmy whispers, own, from thee 
Their pleasing odours come. 

7 The singing birds, the warbling winds 

And waters murmuring fall, 
To praise the first almighty cause 
With different voices call. 

8 Thy numerous works exalt thee thus, 

And shall I silent be ? 
No, raiher let me cea^e to breathe, 
Than cease from pT^\iiVft%\!5v^^\ 



HYMN 199. C. M. 

1 HOU didst, O mighty God! exist 

Ere time began its race ; 
Before the ample elements 

FillM up the void of space : 

2 Before the ponderous earthly globe 

In fluid air was stay'd ; 
Before the ocean's mighty springs 
Their liquid stores display'd : 

• 

3 Ere through the gloom of ancient night 

The streaks of light appeared 
Before the high celestial arch 
Or starry poles were rearM : 

4 Before the loud melodious spheres 

Their tuneful round begun ; 
Before the shining roads of heav'n 
Were measured by the sun : 

5 Ere through the empyrean courts 

One hallelujah rung ; 
Or to their harps the sons of light 
Ecstatic anthems sung : 

6 Ere men ador'd or angels knew. 

Or praisM thy wond'rous name ; 
Thy bliss, O sacred spring of life ! 
Thy glory, was the same. 

7 And when the pillars of the world 

With sudden ruin breaks 
And all this vast and goo^\^ lv«cnfc 
Sinks ia the mighty YJt^oV \ 



8 When from her orb the moon shall start, 

Th' astonished sun roll back, 

And all the trembling starry lamps 

Their ancient course forsake ; 

9 For ever permanent and fix'd, 

From agitation free, 
• Unchang'd in everlasting years, 
Shall thy existence be. 

^ HYMN 200. P. M. 

JL HE festal morn, my God, is come, 
That calls me to thy honoured dome 

Thy presence to adore : 
My feet the summons shall attend. 
With willing steps thy courts ascend, 

And tread the hallow'd floor. 

2 Ev'n now to our transported eyes 
Fair Sion's tow'rs in prospect rise ; 

Within her gates we stand. 
And, lost in wonder and delight. 
Behold her happy sons unite 

In friendship's firmest band. 

3 O may'st thou, free from hostile fear. 
Nor the loud voice of tumult hear 

Nor war's wild wastes deplore : 
. May plenty nigh thee lake her stand 
And in thy courts with lavish band. 
Distribute all her store. 

4 Seat of my friends and bTeUvren, hail ! 
HoHT can my tongue, O Sa\em, W\\ 
To bless thy lov'd abode "^ 



Wi 



How cease the zeal that in me glows 
Thy good to seek whose walls enclose 
The mantiion of my God ? 

HYMN 201. P. M. 

HEN my breast labonrs with oppressive care. 
And o'er my cheek ilf^scencJs the falling tear ; 
While all my warring passions are at strife, 
Oh let me listen to the words of life ! 
Raptures deep felt hi^ doctrine did impart, 
And thus hv, rais'd from earth the drooping heart : 

2 Think not, when all your scanty stores afiford 
Is spread at once upon the sparing board : 
Think not when worn the homely robe appears. 
While on the root the howling tempest bears; 
What further shall this feeble life sustain, 

And what shall clothe these shiv'ring limbs again* 

3 Say, does not life its nourishment exceed ? 
And the fair body its investing weed ? 
Behold ! and look away' your low despair— « 
See the light tenants of the barren air : 

To them nor stores nor granaries belong, 
Nought but the woodland and the pleasing song. 

4 Yet your kind heav'niy father bends bis eye 
On the least wing that flits along the sky. 

To him they sing when spring renews the plaio» 
To him they cry in winter's pinching reigli; 
He hears the gay and the distressful call, 
And with unsparing bounty fills them alK 

5 Observe the rising lily's snowy grace. 
Observe the various vegetable race; 

They neither toil, nor spin, but c.^t«\«m^ ^!iw«\ 
Yet see how warm they bAu^VxWvo^ \«\^V ^v 
Will he not care for you, ye Uv\\\\W^*.^l*^^^'^' 
/« he unwise ? or are ye \ea?b V\v«^vi VXvva • 



HYMN 202. C. M. 
In life's first dawn, my tender frame 

Was thy continual care, 
Long ere 1 could pronounce thy name 

Or breathe an infant's pray'r. 

2 Tho' reason with my stature grew, 

How feeble was its aid, 
How little of my God I knew, 
How oft from thee I stray'd ! 

3 Around my path when dangers rose, 

And threatened ev'ry hour, 
What could have savM me from my foes 
But thine almighty pow'r ? 

4 Life has hung trembling on a breath, 

But thy unfailing love 
Preserved me from the stroke of death 
And bid my fears remove. 

5 How many blessings to thy throne, 

Have rais'd my thankful eye ! 
How many pass'd, almost unknown, 
Or unregarded, by ! 

6 Each rolling year new favours brought 

From thine exhaustless store ; 
In vain, great God, my lab'ring thought, 
Would count thy mercies o'er. 

7 While thus reflection thro' ray days, 

Thy bounteous hand would tracer 
Superior btessings clavta xiv^ \iti\^^^ 
The blessings ol ih^ gc^ce* 



8 Yes, I adore thee, gracious Lord, 
For nobler favours still, 
The truths, hopes, precepts, of thy word| 
Which teaches all thy will. 

HYMN 203. L. M. 
CjrOD of my life, my thanks to thee 
Should, like my debts, continual be ; 
In constant streams thy bounty flowb, 
Nor end, nor intermission knows* 

2 From thee my comforts all arise. 

My numVous wants thy hand supplies ; 
Nor can 1 need, or wish for more 
Than thou canst furnish from thy store. 

3 If what 1 ask my God denies, 

It is because he's good and wise ; 

And what for evils I mistake, 

He can my greatest blessings make. 

4 Deep, Lord, upon my thankful breast 
Let all thy goodness be impressed, 
That I may never more forget 

The whole, or any single debt. 

5 Dispose me, each revolving day, 
For daily gifts my praise to pay; 

And though thy gifts withdrawn should be, 
In all things to give thanks to thee. 

HYMN 204. S. M. 
JL HE Lord on high proclaims 

His Godhead from his throne ; 
" Mercy and Justice are vYie Ti^tDA.% 
Bjr which I will be ktvoYiti% 

O 2 



2 '* Ye dying souls that sit 

In darkness and distress, 
Look from the borders of the pit 
To my recov'ring grace." 

3 Sinners shall hear the sound ; 

Their thankful tongues shall own. 
Our righteousness and strength is found 
' In thee, the Lord alone.' 

4 In thee shall Israel trust, 

And see their guilt forgiv'n ; 
God will pronounce the sinners just, 
And take the just to heav'n. 

HYMN 205. S. M. 
-tlOW beauteous are their feet, 

Who stand on Zion's hill ! 
Who bring salvation on their tongues, 

And words of peace reveal, 

2 How charming is their voice ! 

How sweet the tidings are ! 
" Zion behold thy Saviour King, 
He reigns and triumphs here." 

3 How happy are our eyes. 

That see this heavenly light ; 
Prophets and kings desir'd it long, 
But died without the sight ! 

4 How happy are our ears, 

That hear this joyful souud^ 
Which kings ana propibeVa vj^vV^^lIot, 
And sought, but ueveic louivdiV 



5 The watchmen join their voicc^ 
And sweetest notes employ : 
Jerusalem breaks forth in soogs, 
And deserts learn the joy. 

HYMN 206. G. M. 

X RAISE in thy churches waits for thee ; 

There shall our vows be paid : 
Thou, Lord, wilt hear whon mortals pray^ 

And all shall seek thine aid. 

2 Lord, though iniquities prevail, 

Yet pardoning grace is thine ; 
And thou wilt grant us powV and skill, 
To conquer ev'ry sin. 

^ « 

3 Blest are the men whom thou wilt choose, 

To bring them near thy face ; 
Give them a dwelling in thine house, 
And satisfy with grace. 

4 In answering what thy church requests, 

Thy truth and terror shine ; 
And works of dreadful righteousness 
Fulfil thy kind design. 

5 Thus shall the wondVing nations see 

The Lord is good and just ; 
And distant islands fly to thee, 
And make thy name their trust* 

6 They dread thy glitl'ring tokens, Lord, 

When signs in heav'n ap^e^x \ 
But they shall learn thy Yvo\^ ^o\di^ 
And love as well as ieax* 



HYMN 207. P. M. 

A-S far as Adam's curse took place, 
So far abound the truth and grace, 

Which my dear Lord did bring ; 
And as the Spirit doth make known, 
To us the things by Jesus done, 

We wonder, love, and sing. 

2 In my dear Saviour crucified, 

My grief's redrest, my wants supplied. 

And all my sin forgiven ; 
Sav'd by his all-atoning blood, 
I've everlasting peace with God, 

Eternal life, and heaven. 

3 The legal mind may toil and care. 
Some lofty Babel to prepare, 

And dread a storm to fall ; 
Serene and calm my soul shall rest, 
It's deep within my heart imprest 

That Jesus answer'd all. 

4 When Jesus died to atone, 

As one in spirit, flesh, and bone, 

I died, and all my shame ; 
And when he left the shades of death, 
In him I drew eternal breath, 
A life that knows no blame. 

5 As far as Adam?8 curse took place. 
So far abound the truth and grace, 

Which my dear Llord brought in ; 
Ves, farther by ten tVious^ivd uvtv^^^ 
ffis grace surpasses a\\ owr ctvkv^^^ 
And more abounds lYv^iv «!uv% 



HYMN 208. L. M. 
A. WAKE my soul in heavenly lays, 
Lift up the voice of peace and praise^ 
Jesus thy prophet, priest, and king, 
In sweet melodious sonnels sing. 

2 True marks of love he show'd to me. 
When crucified on Calvary, 

In shame, in grief, in death and gore. 
He hung, 'till all my curse he bore. 

3 O heavenly love ! O heavenly grace ! 
For me, for Adam's fallen race, 

Our Saviour by his streaming bloody 
Has reconciled us to God. 

4 He in our nature, name, and stead, 
Enter'd the regions of the dead, 
By dying, vanquished all our foes, 
And then to life eternal rose. 

5 Ascended to the God of love, 

He fills the highest throne above ; 
And heavenly mansions he'll provide, 
For us, for whom he freely died. 

6' He bears me in his faithful breast, 
Then why should I forget ray Priest ? 
My pardon firm for ever stands 
In Jesu's side, and feet, and hands. 

7 With Jesus Pm for ever one. 
Joined in spirit, flesh, and bone \ 
My life and sonship, in \\\m\\^. 
My Jesus lives, and so sVx^W \» 



8 In this salvation I'll rejoice, 
And often lift a thankful voice, 
Until nfiy Prophet, Priest, and King, 
Calls me above to praise and sing. 

HYMN 209. L. M. 
A. WAKE my jiowers, to sing of him- 
That did my helpless soul redeem. 
Shout with the happy choirs above, 
The Saviour's beauties, grace, and love. 

2 For I should fail, should I begin 
To tell the dismal depths of sin, 
But less enabled Pm to trace. 

The more abounding heights of grace. 

3 Far more deficient still, to tell 
What beauties in ray Jesus dwell, 
Yet, though unequal for the thing, 
Grace, love, and beauty, call to sing. 

4 When I lay pli^ng'd in Satan's sea, 
'Tvvas love that mov'd his look to me, 
'Twas love that brought him from the sky, 
And love that made him bleed and die. 

5 Reign, Jesus, monarch of my heart, 
For full of grace and truth thou art, 
And shall for ever be the same, 
Victorious, loving, gracious Lamb. 

6 Thy presence is divinely fair. 
Far fairer than all others are, 
There charms to fiW my sov\\ y^W\A^^ 

yes, and ten thou^aud c\i^Yvxv^\i^^\^^* 



7 Jesus, thy grace my sin confounds, 

Thy love, dear Saviour, knows no bounds ; 
Thy beaming beauties join'd to this, 
Make one eternal sea ot bliss. 

HYMN 210. L. M. 
A.DAM our Father and our Head, 
Transgressed, and justice doom'd us dead, 
The fiery law speaks all despair, 
There's no reprieve, nor pardon there. 

2 But O ! unutterable grace. 

The Son of God takes Adam's place, 
Down to our world the Saviour flies, 
Lays down his life, he bleeds and dies. 

3 Justice was pleased to bruise the Lord, 
And pay its wrongs with heav'nly blood ; 
What unknown racks, and pangs he bore, 
Then rose ; the law could ask no more. 

4 

4 Amazing work ! look, from the skies. 
Wonder and gaze with all your eyes. 
Ye heav'niy throng, stoop from above, 
And bow to this mysterious love. 

5 Lo, they adore th' incarnate Son, 
And sing the glories be hath won ; 
Sing how he broke our iron chains. 
How deep he sunk, how high he reigns. 

6 Triumph and reign, victorious Lord, 
By all the heav'nly host ador'd \ 

And Ob, dear ConquVor, OYi,\vo^\a^^ 
Ere we shall rise and 30111 lYveVc ^o\\v 



HYMN 211. L. M. 

jcVWAKE my soul, in joyful lays, 
And sing thy great Redeemer's praise 5 
He justly claims a song •from me, 
His loving kindness, O how free* 

2 He saw me ruin'd in the fall, 

Yet lovM me notwithstanding all; 
He sav'd me from mv lost estate. 
His loving kindness, O how great. 

3 Though Dum'rous hosts of mighty foes. 
Though earth and hell my way oppose, 
He safely leads my soul along, 

His loving kindness, O how strong. 

4 When trouble like a gloomy cloud, 
Has gather^ thick, and thunder'd loud^ 
He neov my soul has always stood. 
His loving kindness, O how good. 

5 Soon shall I pass the gloomy vale. 
Soon all my mortal powers must fail, 
Then may my last expiring breath. 
His loving kindness sing in death. 

6 Then let me mount and soar away, 
To the bright world of endless day. 
And sing with rapture and surprise. 
His loving kindness in the skies. 

7 Then with the heavenly host I'll join, 
And with their praises mm^^le mine ; 
There through elevuvl^ tCiCo\^^ 

The ioviag kindness ol Vkk^ljsyt^* 



. HYMN 212. L. M. 

And am I blest with Jesu's love ? 
And shall I dwell with him above? 
And will the joyfu^period come 
When I shall call the heav'ns my own ? 

2 Think, O my soul, what must it be, 
A world of glorious minds to see 
Drink at the fountain-head of peace, 
And bathe in everlasting bliss ! 

3 To hear them all at once proclaim 
Eternal glories to the Lamb ; 

And join with joyful heart and tongue, 
That new, that never-ending song ! 

4 And does the happy hour draw near. 
When Christ will in the clouds appear ? 
And I, without a veil, shall see 

The Man, the God, that bled for me ? 

5 If ii^y soul such joy abounds. 

While weeping faith explores his wounds ; 
How glorious will those scars appear, 
When perfect bliss forbids a tear? 

6 Think, O my soul, if 'tis so sweet 
On earth to sit at Jesu's feet ; 
What must it be to wear a crown, 
And sit with Jesus on his throne ! 

HYMN 213. CM. 

JoE still my soul, my friends be still, 

From legal warfare cease \ 
Jesus has done the Father^a WiJ\^ 

And made eternal peace* 



2 In vain is all our strife and care, 

'Tis only Jesu's blood * 
Can represent us just and fair, 
* Before the face of Crock 

3 He now on our behalf and part 

Before the Father stands, 
The law is graven on his heart, 
Our pardon on his hands. 

4 The Father looks upon the face 

Of Jesus with delight, 
And there beholds our ransomM race 
All comely in his sight. 

5 We're members of the darling Son, , £ 

And in his beauties shine ; 
Joined in spirit, flesh and bone, , 

Nor shall we e'er' untwine. ^. //^ 




6 In his condition, life, and nam% 

We evermore are blest : ^ 

Whilst Jesus wears the human frame, 
His brethren we're confest. 

7 Cease doubts, and fears, and cares, and strife 

With all the faithless train ; 
In Jesus we've eternal life, \ 

And with him we shall reign. 

^ HYMN 214. S. M. 

XJEFORE the world began, 
The Father fixt Vv\s\o\e, 



1^ 



On Jesus the obedxeuV. m^xv. 
That he his gtace 9\xo\x\A ^\on^. 



2 He chose him for the rock, 

To build his grace upon, 
Nt>r can a rud tf^p oser's shock, 
E'er shake the darling Son. 

3 Steadfast in truth and might 

He did the Father's will, 
Tho' humbl'd low 'twas his delight 
God's pleasure to fulfil. 

4 The Father views the Son, 

And smiles upon his face, 
Because he all his will has done, 
Both sei*vitude and grace. 

5 Exalted far above 

The reach of toil and pains ; 
In God the Father's power and love 
Eternally he reigns. 

6 And O ! our great High Priest, 
' 1^06^ everlasting Friend, 

Beats us upon his faithful breast, 
With love that knows no end. 

7 O ! what amazing bliss, 

The Man upon the throne, 
Our Saviour, and our brother is, 
And wears our flesh and bone, 

8 In him we ever dwell. 

Made free from sin and wo. 
Conquerors over death and'hell. 
And every spiteful foe. 



V HYMN 215- S. M. 

JljLESS'D are the eyesM|fc»t see ; 
The ears are blessVl that hear 
The trumpet of the Jubilee, 
The great sabbatic year. 

2 We plough, nor sow no more, 

Nor toil for liviug bread ; 
For we've a never-failing store, 
A table plent'ous spread, 

3 The servant now is free ; 

The hateful, heavy yoke 
(That all might taste true liberty) 
From ev'ry neck is broke. 

4 Th' inheritance, once sold, 

Which the poor bankrupt mournSi 
To the true owner, without gold, 
Or price, it now returns. 

5 O Jesus ! ever blest, 

Thou art our Jubilee : 
Our Restoration, and our Rest, 
Is all, dear Lamb, in thee. 

6 Thy name, O bleeding King, 

Shall dwell on all our tongues ; 
And ev'ry heart, inspired, shall sing 
Thy praise in all their songs. 

7 Worthy the honour'd name 

Of Jesus Christ, our Lord ; 
He^8 God Almighty, aivdv\i^\j»afe> 
•Eternally adored. 



HYMN 216. L. M. 
J3ROUGHT safely by his hand thus far, 
Wilt thou, desponding Christian, fear ? 
How canst thou want, if God provide, 
Or lose thy way, with such a guide ? 

2 When first, i)efore the mercy seat, 
Thou didst to him thy all commit ; 
He gave thee warrant, from that hour, 
To trust his wisdom, love, and powV. 

3 Did ever trouble yet befall. 
And God refuse to hear thy call ? 
And hath he not his promise past, 
That thou shalt overcome at last ? 

4 He, who has help'd thee hitherto. 
Will help thee all thy journey through ; 
And give thee daily cause to raise 
New Ebenezers to his praise. 

HYMN 217. CM. 
JdEYOND the glitt'ring starry globes, 

Far as th' eternal hills, 
There, in the boundless worlds of light, 

Our great Redeemer dwells. 

2 Legions of angels, strong and fair, 

In countless armies shine 
At his right hand, with golden harps, 
To offer songs divine. 

3 " Hail, Prince !" (they cry) " for ever bail ! 

" Whose unexampled love 
" Mov'd thee to quit these ^lotv^>\^\%*^ii!cs^^ 
*^ And royalties above%'*'^ 

P % 



4 Whilst he did condescend, on earth, 

To suffer rude disdain ; 
They threw their honours at his feet, 
And waited in bis train. 

5 Thro' all his travels here below, 

They did his steps attend : 
Oft gaz'd ; and wondered where, at last, 
This Scene of love would end ! 

6 They saw his heart transfixed with wounds. 

His crimson sweat and eore ; 
They saw him break the bars of death, 
Which none e'er broke before. 

7 They brought his chariot from above, 

To bear him to his throne ; 
Clapt their triumphant wings, and cry'd» 
" The glorious work is oone !" 

HYMN 218. L. M, 

XjLEST angels aid us with your song, 
To whom sublimer notes belong ; 
Your golden harps, and voices join, 
To sing Immanuel's love divine. 

2 Lo, he who on the cross was slain, 
Enthroned in glory lives again ! 

At once he bursts Death's fatal bands, 
' In vain the power of hell withstands. 

3 With songs of joy address his name, 
m^ vict^riesj and his love proclaim ; 

Sing bow he conquered ^YiexiVieif5\, 



4 We in his victories shall partake ; 

He gainM those triumphs for our sake ! 

Immortal praises to the Lamb, 

Who Death, by his own death, overcame* 

5 Saints, shout with joy your risen Lord ; 
And spread his boundless love abroad : 
Let ev'ry heart the Saviour bless ; 
And evVy tongue his name confess* 

^ HYMN 219. L.M. ^ 

LyOULD I of all perfection boast, 
As pure as that which Adam lost, 
IM sacrifice it to thy blood, 
My Christ, my All, my only Good* 

2 Were I as Abra^m, strong in faith, 
And boldly steadfast unto death ; 
Pd bid my faithfulness adieu. 
And Jesus only faithful view* 

3 If I more meek than Moses were, 
Quite free from anger, strife, or fear ; 
Yet this I gladly would despise, 
And Jesu^s meekness only prize* 

4 Was I as Job submissive, still 
Patient, resien'd in ev'ry ill. 

Yet all shouul fade before his cross, 
ComparM with him, it is but dross* 

5 If I was wise as Solomon, 

Like him with zeal and ardour &hiQtL^\^ 
Like him Vd vain and fooWsYi ^^^ 
My wisdom^ 2ealyyeaa\\W\.\ScLe^« 



6 Had I an angel's purity ; 
Yea, even this I would deny ; 
Nor good confess in name or thing. 
But Christ my Lord, my Life, my King. 

^ HYMN 220. C. M. 

l^OME, ye that love the Saviour's name. 

And joy tcf make it known : 
The Sovereign of your heart proclaimi 

And bow before his throne. 

2 Behold your King, your Saviour, crown'd 

With glories ail divine ; 
And tell the wondering nations round, 
How bright those glories shine. 

3 Infinite power, and boundless grace, 

In him unite their rays : 
You, that have e'er beheld his face, 
Can you forbear his praise ? 

4 When in his earthly courts we view 

The glories of our King, 
We long to love as angels do. 
And wish like them to sing. 

5 Alnd shall we long and wish in vain ? 

Lord, teach our songs to rise ! 
Thy love can animate the strain, 
And bid it reach the skies. 

6 Oh, happy period ! glorious day ! 

When heaven and earth shall raise, 
With all their powers, the raptur'd lay, 
To ceiehrate thy praV&e. 



HYMN 221. L. M. 
v^OME see on bloody Calvary, 
Suspended en th' accursed tree, 
A harmless sufferer covered o'er 
With shame, and weltVing in his gore* 

2 Is this the Saviour long foretold 
To usher in the age of gold f 

To make the reign of sorraw cease, 
And bind the jarring world in peace f 

3 'Tis he, 'tis he ! — he kindly shrouds 
His glories in a night of clouds, 
That souls might from their ruin rise, 
And heir th' unperishable skies. 

4 See, to their refuge and their rest, 
From all the bonds of guilt releas'd, 
Transgressors to his cross repair, 
And find a full redemption there. 

5 Jesus, what millions of our race 

- Have been the triumphs of thy grace ! 
And millions more to thee shall fly, 
And on thy sacrifice rely. 

6 That tree, thatcurse-empoison'd tree, 
Which prov'd a bloody rack to thee, 
Shall in the noblest blessings shoot, 
And fill the nations with its fruit. 

7 The sorrow, shame, and death were thine, 
And all the stores of wrath divine ! 

Ours are the glory, life, and \A\%?»\ 
What love can be compaLC^dVo \!!DAS^ 



HYMN 222. L. M. 
JLlEAR Shepherd, see thy flock here met, 

Before thy pierced feet to bow ; 
To praise thy wounds, thy blood and sweat, 

Thro' which eternal love did flow. 

2 Thou art with us where'er we meet ; 

Nor wilt thou leave us, holy Lamb : 
We find a calm, a bless'd retreat, 
Beneath the covering of thy name. 

3 Great mercies thou to us hast shown, 

Since first we knew that we were thine ; 
Since first thou mark'd us for thy own, 
With grace and righteousness divine. 

• 

4 SeaPd for thine own we surely are ; 

Thy spirit, Lord, our witness is : 
Nor can we fall from Jesus far, 
For he is love and tenderness. 

6 There's none can plurk us fi*om his hand, 
Inclbs'd by grace on ev'ry side ; 
His oath, bis promise firmly stands. 
We ever shall with him abide ! 

6 He never will himself deny ; 

Nor could he die for man iq vain ; 
How then shall God in wrath destroy, 
The souls for whom the Lamb was slain* 

1 The countless price he paid for us, 
Exempts us from the iron rod ; 
His life, his death, his blood and cross, 
Haiih reconciVd us ^W Vo God% 



HYMN 223. L. M. 

XJEEP in the dust, before thy throne, 
Our guilt and our disgrace we own : 
Great God, we own the sinner's name, 
Whence sprung our nature and our shame< 

2 Adam the sinner, at his fall, 
Death, like a conq'ror, seizM us all ; 
All babes, as well as men, are dead, 
By fatal union to their head. 

3 But whilst our spirits, filPd with awe, 
Behold the terrors of thy law, 

We sing the honours of thy grace, 
Sent down to save our ruin'd race, 

4 We sing thine everlasting Son, 
Who join'd our nature to his own ? 
Adam the second, from the dust, 
Raises the ruins of the first. 

5 By the rebellion of one man, 
Thro' all his seed the mischief ran ; 
And bv one Man's obedience now. 
Are all his seed made righteous too. 

6 Where sin did reign, and death abound, 
There have the sons of Adam found 
Abounding life ; there glorious grace, 
Reigns thro' the Lord our Righteousness* 

HYMM 224, C. M. 
JCiVERY attempt of ta^tv \.o ^vn^ 

An everlasting life, 
Is legal prifle, a fat\cy va\i\^ 
And aotichristiau aU\fe* 



2 Where gospel grace inspires the breast, 

No legal strife is there, 
But joy, and peace, and love, and rest. 
And heavenly praise and prayer. 

3 The soul that knows the gospel's sound. 

Believes the work is done. 
On Jesu's toil his rest is found, 
As savM by that alone. 

4 We're just, and free from all demand. 

By Jesu's streaming blood ; 4» 

And in his life, we ever stand '^ 

Acceptable to God. 

5 Thousands may make self-righteousness 

Their justifying plea, 
Jesus I solemnly confess 
Shall ever plead for me. 

6 Had I a thousand souls, I'd cast 

Them all on Christ my King, 
And had I twice ten thousand tongues, 
They all his praise should sing. 

7 Cease, O my soul, for ever cease, 

From legal care and strife, 
Jesus for ever is thy peace, 
And way, and truth, and life. 

HYMN 225. L. M. 

JliXPAND, my soul, arise and sing 

The /natchless grace of Zion's King, 

Whose love, as ancient ^^ Vi\% w^Taa-i 

l^et »Utby pow'rs aloud ipxocNsivBu 



2 'Twas Christ, eternal ages past, 
Form'd the great plan from first to last 5 
And what his arm would e'er fulfil, 
Stood ever present to his will. 

3 He saw, with one capacious glance, 
World upon world to life advance 5 
And fix'd the end, ere time began, 
Of seraph, reptile, and of man. 

4 Of man, chief work of all below. 
What wonders are we led to knowi 
Wonders surpassing angels' ken, 
Are, by our God, reveal'd to men. 

5 Grace, deep as the eternal mind. 
Unutterable bliss designed 

For man, ere worlds or sin was born, 
Or angels sang creation's morn. 

6 Chosen of old, of old approved. 

In Christ the eternal Son Belov'd ; 
Adopted too, and children made, 
Ere sin its baneful poison spread. 

7 Though sin and guilt infest them here, 
In Christ they all complete appear : 
For all that justice e'er demands, 
Receiv'd full payment fix)m his hands. 

8 In him the Father never saw 

The least transgression of his law : 
Perfection then in him wevve^\ 
We aJJ in him are petfecl \.oo% 



9 Then let our souls, in humble praise. 
To Jesus lasting anthems raise ; 
And love eternal be our song. 
As endless ages roll along. 

^ HYMN 226. L. M. 

Jt ORGIVENESS ! 'tis a joyful sound 

To malefactors doomM to'die : 
Publish the bliss the world around ; 

Ye seraphs, shout it from the sky ! 

2 'Tis the rich gift of love divine ; 

'Tis full, out-meas'ring ev'ry crime ; 
Unclouded shall its glories shine, 
AndT feel no change by changing time* 

3 O'er sins unnumbered as the sand, 

And like the mountains for their size, 
The seas of sovereign grace expand. 
The seas of sovereign grace arise. 

4 Great God ! what poor returns we pay 

For love so infinite as thine ! 
Words are but air, and tongues but clay }. 
* But thy forgiveness is divine. 

5 O could our thankful hearts devise 

A tribute equal to thy grace, 
To the third heav'n our songs should rise. 
And teach the golden harps thy praise. 

_^ HYMN 227. L. M. 

Jrl£RE shall no trouble or dismay 
Reach us, nor wanl^iiot i\tL^\tf»: «bame 5 
For Christ to-day ainA^e?>\et^vj^ 
Aad to etemity^a l\i^ s^\»ft* 



^ Here consummate in joy and peace, 

We hail that wounded, bleeding heart, 
Where, sav'd from sin, we'll never cease 
To praise the Lamb, our better part. 

3 Now all things in one period turn; 

Sin dare no more to show its head ; 
No more we want, nor sigh, nor mourn ; 
On ev'ry foe we conquering tread. 

4 The end is come, God hath appeared, 

Assumed our flesh, and blood, and bone ; 
The body, in his love, prepared, 
Is that where Christ and we are one. 

5 O Death ! where's now thy sling and curse ? 

Where's now thy boasted pow'r and might i 
We feel no more the dread remorse, 
Nor can thy terrors us affright. 

6 Glory to our incarnate God ! 

We're sav'd in him, the work is done ; 
He leads us, by the Saviour's blood, 
Up to the glories of his throne. 

HYMN 228. C. M.\ 

JjLOW pow'rful is the glorious word ! 

The unctious wori of God, 
Which preaches Jesus Christ, our Lord, 

His suff'rings, death, and blood. 

2 How it reveals his mystery 
Who did our souls redeem *( 
Exphins the sacred umV.^^ 
And shouts us sav^d iuViim. 



3 It shows as ev'ry law command, 

Dear Lamb, fulfilPd in thee ; 
And bids us fast and fearless stand 
Where thou hast made us free. 

4 Dear, glorious Lamb, we thee adore ; 

We praise thee for thy word : 
But for thyself we praise thee more, 
O ! holy, holy Lord. 

HYMN 229. C. M. 
XliGH let us swell our tuneful notes, 

And join th' angelic throng ; 
For angels no such love have kiiown 

T' awake a cheerful song. 

2 Good will to guilty men is shown. 

And peace on earth is giv'n ; 
For lo ! th' incarnate Saviour comes, 
With messages from heav'n. 

3 Justice and grace, with sweet accord. 

His rising beams adorn : 
Let heav'n and earth in concert join : 
The promised child is born. 

4 Glory to God in highest strains. 

In highest worlds be paid ; 
His glory by our lips proclaimed, 
And by our lives displayed. 

5 When shall we see those blissful realms. 

Where Christ exalted reigns ; 
And learn of the ce\e&l\a\ c\\o\t, 
TAeir own immorU\ aVmu^'l 



-. HYMN 230. C. M. 

J ESUS is all our righteousness, 

'Tho many it disown, 
But O ! for ever Pll confess 

I'm savM by him aloqe. 

2 When on the cross his hands were spread $ 
He then our curse was made, 
And when he bow'd his lifeless bead, 
Our debt he fully paid. 

8 From sin and heH our Saviour dear 
Has freed us by his blood ; 
Away with unbelief and fear, 
We are redeemed to God. 

4 Without our work, or care, it's done, 

Repentance, prayer, or faith ; 
Salvation is complete alone 
By Jesu's life and death. 

5 When Jesus yielded to the tomb, 

Sin, death, and hell, were slain. 
And bury'd in eternal gloom. 
When he arose again. 

6 His rising from the shades of night, 

Proves all our sins forgiv'n. 
His triumph to the realms of light. 
Speaks we are heirs of heav'n. 

7 With Jesus (the eternal Son) 

Wp humbly oneness claim. 
In sonsbip, spirit, flesh, aud\>ati^^ 
Condition, life, and w^m^* 



I 

b He ever lives in life divine, 
Before the Father's face ; 
In him complete we ever shine, 
In holiness and grace. 

HYMN 231. L. M. 
J ESUS the Man divine we sing, 
He is our Prophet, Priest, and King, 
Our elder Brother, Lord, and Head, 
In whom to sin and hell we're dead* 

2 In him all blessings we possess. 
And shine in his own righteousness. 
As members of his flesh and bone, 
His everlasting life's our own^ 

3 Fairest of all the hosts above, 

We shine in Jesu's grace and love ; 
Angelic pow'rs ne'er knew the grace 
That's given to the human race. 

4 Jesus, to save our soul, was slain. 
And rose by heavenly pow'r again ; 
His death speaks all our sin forgiv'n, 
His life expands the gates of heav'n, 

5 Hail Lamb of God ! in whom we're blest 
With everlasting peace and rest, 
Redemption by thy sacrifice. 

Be sung through seas, and earth, and skies 

6 Hail Jesus ! universal King, 
Hasten the time when ^11 shall sing 
Tbjr life^ and death, aud\ove ^o ^t^^V^ 

Ana fall and worship at iVi^ fe^^* 



HYMN 232. P. M. 
I'VE cast my legal armour by, 
And fight no more for victory 

In unbelief and pride ; 
Undoubted all my work is done, 
My foes are slain, the victory won 

By Jesus crucify'd. 

2 No war from Sinai's top I hear, 
No legal thunders strike my ear, 

From an offended God ; 
An heav'nly voice from Calv'ry hill, 
Bids all my inward pow'rs be still, 

And sing redeeming blood. 

3 While here I stay Pll gladly sing 
Salvation to my Priest and King, 

He fought and bled for me ; 
And when I join the choirs above, 
ni sing his battles and his love, 

Through all eternity. 

4 Jesus resigned up his breath, 
Pursued into the shades of death. 

All my tyrannic foes ; 
There, in the never dawning cell, 
He buried all my sin and hell, 

And gloriously arose. 

5 An heav'nly peace he now maintains, 
For ever and for ever reigns, 

Upon a throne of grace ; 

His life and victory are m\ue. 

In him complete I ever shiti^ 

Before the Father'» face* 



>^ 



6 My sin, and de&th, and hell are slain. 
Nor can they ever rise again, 

Adieu all legal fear; 
Hence. I shall sweetly spend my days 
In heavenly peace, in heav'nly praise. 
And walk with Jesus here. 

K , HYMN 233 S. M. 

J ESUS, the grace reveaPd, 

The great salvation shown, 
The sum of love's decrees unseaPd, 

The plant of great renown. 

2 RaisM by the Father's grace, 

The plant of his right hand. 
To represent before his face 
The souls from ev'ry land. 

3 Plant of the Father's care, 

On whom his love did shine, 
The branches in him hidden were, 
Till he grew to a vine. 

4 Th' eternal Husbandman, 

To make the branches pure. 
In wisdom infinite began. 
Our barrenness to cure. 

5 He then this vine would dress, 

Whilst love his hand did urge. 
That ev'ry branch in righteousness. 
He in one vine might purge. 

6 From each superfluous shoot. 

The buds of man^s offei\t^\ 
This to destroy he put^^d \5cie t^o\^ 
And in it ev^ry branch* 



7 With bruises was he drest, 

And naiPd up to a tree ; 
The pruning hook his soul opprest,. 
That he might fruitful be. 

8 He was not purgM in vain, 

But did his strength recruit ; 
And when was finished all his paio^ 
There then appeared his fruit, 

9 Distill'd from all his smartj 

The holy unction ran ; 
This is the wine that cheers the beart. 
The heart of God and man. 

10 With us he doth abound, 

As branches he the stem ; 
From him our fruitfulness is found. 
And shall remain in him. 

1 1 Hence shall our joys arise. 

And evVy hour improve, 
Whilst in his smoking sacrifice^ 
God hears our songs above. 

HYMN 234. C. M. 

I'LL sing his dear, his sacred name. 
That triumphed when he rose ; 

Angels assist me to proclaim 
His conquest o'er his foes. 

2 I'll sing the glories of his grace, 
And his dear name adore \ 
But when I see h\m faite \.o feiC^^ 
PIl praise him more MAxJi^^^te. 



3 Heavenly thoughts create my song, 

And set my soul on fire ; 
They sweetly glide ray thoughts along, 
To join the heav'nly choir. 

4 To sit beneath the throne, and view 

His dying marks appear 
Afresh, in all their glories new, 
To raise my praises there. 

5 He bears the print of ev'ry wound, 

He bore upon the tree ; 
The spring from whence the joys abound, 
Of life and love to me. 

HYMN 235. S. M. 

IVl Y fellow sinners hear 
The words of truth and grace, 

The joyful sound the gospel brings 
To all the human race. 

2 This gospel is to be 

To all niankind good news, 
It will extend to all our race ; 
Gentiles as well as Jews. 

3 The apostles of our Lord 

Proclaimed in language bold, 
The Saviour of the world is come, 
By prophets long foretold. 

4 He^s come to live and die. 

To bear our curse aivd p^\w: 
His eiScacious., precious \Ao«A 
Could never flow iu v^Va* 



5 Not only for our sins 

Did Jesus d^ign to die ; 
'Twas for the sins of all the world 
He laid his glory by. 

6 So far as sin and death, 

Its baneful poison spread : 
So far the blood of Christ extends, 
To raise us from the dead. 

r The effect of Adam's fall 

Through all his seed has run. 
And none but Jesus could atone, 
For he is God and Man. 

8 High let our praises raise, 
Up to the courts above. 
And join the anthems in the skies 
Of universal love. 

-^ HYMN ^6. L. M. 

iN OW let us raise our cheerful strains, 
And join the blissful choir above ; 

There our exalted Saviour reigns, 
And there they sing his wondVous love. 

2 While seraphs tune th' immort?.l song, 

Oh, may we feel the sacred flame ; 
And every heart, and every tongue, - 
Adore the Saviour's glorious name. 

3 Jesus, who once upon the tree 

Ifi agonizing pains expirM ; 
Who died for rebels— ye?>^Hv^\!k'^\ 
How bright! hovr Yov^X'jX W« ^\\six^^'^' 



4 Jesus, who diecl that we might live, — 

Died in the wretched traitor's place ;— 
Oh, what return can mortals give, 
For such immeasurable grace ! 

5 Were universal nature ours, 

And art, with all her boasted store ; 
Nature and art, with all their powers. 
Would still confess the offerer poor ! 

6 Yet, tho' for bounty so divine, 

We ne'er can equal honours raise; 
Jesus, may all our hearts be thine, 
And all our tongues proclaim thy prau 

HYMN 237. L. M. 

vJ HOW transporting is the sight 
Of Jesus, cloth'd wilh heavenly might, 
Standing obedient in our room, 
And suffering all our nature's doom ! 

2 Freely our Saviour took the fate 
Of all our nature's fallen state ; 
Marry'd our spirit, flesh and bone, 
And made us, and our state his own* 

3 Found in our nature and our name. 
The law fix'd on him all our blame ; 
God let its curses on him pour, 
Thus, in our head our curse was bore* 

4 As Saviour of the human race, 

He wrought the rich designs of grace, 
^ccompJish'd the redeemYw^YWv^ 
And FanquishM a\\ iVie io^^ ^l \x\axv* 



5' Himself he offer'd up for us, 
NaiPd our uncleanness to his cros9, 
By blood exhausted all our stains* 
There's not one sinful spot remains. 

6 In Jesus we were crucify'd, , 
In him to all our sins we died, 

In him from death arose again, 
And ever in him shall remain. 

7 Thus free from sin, and death, and hell, 
To all eternity we dwell 

In Christ the living Head of all. 
In whom we never more can falL 

8 Hail ! high exalted Son of God, 

Who bought our pardon with thy blood, 
On whom our living souls depend. 
Hail ! everlasting mithful friend. 

HYMN 238. P. M. 
vJ FOR a sweet enlightening beam 
To sing of him that did redeem 

Transgressors by his blood ; 
Wake all my powers, and take delight, 
To set in most exalted height . 

The suffering Lamb of God. 

2 Extended on the cross, how sweet 
The Lamb appears from head to feet, 
What grief! what love abounds! 
With open arms he seems to calU 
Sinners, behold 1 love 'jom ^^^ 

Witness my bleedixv^ viovwA^* 



3 When he for us resign'd his breath, 
Then off he shook the chains of death, 

And spoiPd him of his sting ; 
And soon tne everlasting gates, 
^ As the prophetic word relates, 
Admit the glorious King. 

4 The sun in his meridian height. 
Pours out a sea of golden light, 

A bliss for all designed : 
So Jesus from a throne of grace, 
A sea of life and peace displays, 

Surrounding all mankind. 

5 Time flies, and I shall soon be there,- 
To see the Lamb all sweet and fair, 

Whilst endlessjages roll ; 
Harmonious love, the heavenly flame, 
Caught from the presence of the Lamb, 

Shall ever fill my soul. 

6 Thus whilst the endless ages roll, 
I on the Lamb shall feast my soul, 

With sweets that never cloy ; 
And through the wide extended place. 
That glitters with the Saviour's face. 

Pour out my songs of joy. 

HYMN 239. C. M. 
\J GRACE ! what mortal tongue can st; 

Thy beauties, or display, 
How far surpassing nature's smile, 

Tho^ in the laoivlYi oi ^1^^ ^ 



Thy canopy's a boundless space 

Of God's eternal love, 
Fixt upon Christ, the lasting base. 

That never can remove. 

3 Springs of salvation bless the plan 

That love eternal laid, 
The spirit's breezes softly fan 
The beauties of the shade. 

4 No lightnings spread the fiery wing, 

Nor awful thunders roll. 
But music's daughters ever sing 
Salvation to the soul. 

5 Here every sweet, and every grace, 

In fair perfection shine ; 
Here peace and righteousness embrace, 
' Ana truth and mercy twine. 

6 O, heavenly scene where pleasure flows ! 

In thee there never fails, 
The beauty of the Sharon's rose, 
And lilly of the vales. 

7 Thy cooling shade be my retreat, 

Thy beauties round me play, 
'Till I my dear Redeemer meet^ 
In everlasting day. 

HYMN 240. C. M. 
Of Jesus and his precious bloody 

Awake my voice and sing : 
Bret/irenjoin the b\eslem\Ao^^ 
And help to praise m'j l^vcv^% 



2 'Tis through his blood my Father smiles, 

And views me with delight; 
'Tis through his blood mv soul is pure, 
And spotless in his sight. 

3 'Tis through his blood my pray'rs ascend, 

And reach th' eternal throne ; 
Through it my God accepts, and smiles, 
And showVs his 'blessings- down. 

4 When legions of infernal foes 

Beset my feeble soul, 
Faith in his efficacious blood 
Will shield me from them all* 

5 Through it my soul shall overcome, 

And more than conqu'ror prove ; 
And all through Christ's atoning blood 
And his redeeming love. 

6 Then, while a pulse to beat is mine, 

VI] sing in cheerful strains. 
Salvation, through the crimson stream, 
From death to azure plains. a 

Z Ye blood-bought trophies, join th' employ, 
Join with the saints on high ; 
And let the mighty boundless theme 
Through earth and heaven fly. 

8 Strive for the sweetest, highest notes, 
With yon seraphic pow'rs. 
Till glory elevate your strains. 
And they shall join ii\ 'jovixti 



HYMN 241. S. M. 
O HOW divinely fair, 

Upon a throne on high. 
Does our atoning Lord appear, 

In God the Father's eye. 

2 The Father views his face, 

And sees his will complete, 
'Tis there his justice and kis grace 
In truth and friendship meet. 

3 The Father loves the Son, 

As having pleased him well, 
With him eternally as one, 
He's pleased for to dwell. 

4 His presence, (all divine) 

And attributed, and grace, 
In all their strength and beauty shine. 
In Jesu's heavenly face. 

5 O, the amazing height. 

And depth of heavenly bliss! 
The Prince of yonder world of light, 
Our elder brother is. 

6 In him we victory prove. 

O'er sin, and death, and hell. 
In him, in God the Father's love ; 
Eternally we dwell. 

' HYMN 242. P. M. 

X LUNG'D in tVve sa\A^«,Va!wt cS. wa., 
Un6t for heaven, becaxvaa xMtf\«M^% 



Nor could I break the snare ; 
But Jesus by atoning blood. 
Has reconciled me to God, 

And made me heavenly fair* 

I I triumph in my Saviour's grace, 
And robe me in his righteousness, 

Away my rags I cast ; 
I'll trust unto his faithful word. 
And cleave to my redeeming Lord, 
So long as life shall last. 

^ O ! what a splendid palace waits 
For me, within yon pearly gates, 

There lives my Nazarene ; 
And all the splendour oF the place, 
Is by the smiling of his face, 

The glory of his mein. 

I All that a herald can proclaim, 
Of Jesu's beauty, grace, and fame. 

Scarce can our bosom move ; 
Soon shall the Saviour's face appear. 
And all the bursting glories there. 
Pour out a sea of love. 

i Plung'd in the fathomless abyss, 
Of God, of ecstasy and bliss, 

There with an holy flame 
Of love, our joys, our shouts shall rise, 
With music nil the heavenly skies, 

To God and to the Lamb. 

^ HYMN 243. P.^. 

^ONS of God, triumphal tv?»e^ 

bout tb^ accompUsb?d s^ciVEic^ ••» 



Shout your sins in Christ forgiv'u, 
Sons of God, and heirs of heav'n. 

2 Ye that round our altars throng, 
List'ning angels, join the song ; 
Sing with us, ye heav'nly pow'rs, 
Pardon, grace, and glory ours 

3 Love's mysterious work is done, 
Greet we now th' atoning Son ; 
Heal'd and quicken'd by his blood, 
JoinM to Christ and one with God. 

4 Christ, of all our hopes the seal, 
Peace divine in him we feel ; 
Everlasting life is won. 

Glory is on earth begun. 

5 Christ to laud in songs divine, 
Angels and arch-angels join ; 
We with them our voices raise, 
Echoing thy eternal praise. 

6 " Holy, holy, holy. Lord, 

" Live, by heav'n and earth adorM ;'' 
Full of thee, they ever cry, 
" Glory be to God on high." 

^ HYMN 244. C. M. 

JL O our Redeemer's glorious name 

Awake the sacred song ! 
O may his love (immortal flame !) 

Tune every heart and ton|;ue. 



2 His love, what mortal thought can reach 

What mortal tongue display ! 
Imagination's utmost stretch, 
In wonder dies away. 

3 He left his radiant throne on high, 

Left the bright realms of bliss, 
And came to earth to bleed and die I — 
Was ever love like this ? 

4 Dear Lord, while we adoring pay 

Our humble thanks to thee ; 
May every heart with rapture say, 
" The Saviour died for me." 

i^^^ HYMN 245. L. M. 
W E sing to day his matchless fame, 
That made this wondrous earthy frame, 
That condescends for fallen man 
To execute a nobler plan. 

2 He was before the hosts above 
EmbosomVl in the Father's love, 
Jehovah's Heir, the Word, the Son, 
From everlasting with him one. 

3 O love ! how great the swelling wave. 
He then determin'd man to save, 

gesolv'd to lay his glory by, 
e poor on earth, obey and die. 

4 Mot the harmonious harping throng. 
Nor angels, nor the cherubs' song. 
Could keep him there, Yie \e^v \>ci^\sv ^^ 
To raaaom mortals from v\i^ i^» 



5 Why didst thou leave thy bliss of old ? 
Or what in fallen man behold 

To bear confempt from earth and hell? 
Tell me, thou mighty Hero, telL 

6 Thou art the promised seed, and Lord, 
By whom we were lo be restor'd ; 
Then will I sing, for well 1 know. 
The serpent's head received the blow. 

Q HYMN 246. C. M. 

feEE Aaron, God's anointed priest, 

Within the vale appear, 
In robes of mystic meaning drest, 

Presenting Israel's prayer. 

2 The plate of gold which crowns his brows, 

His holiness describes ; 
His breast displays in shining rows, 
The names^of all the tribes. 

3 With the atoning blood he stands t 

Before the mercy-seat, 
And clouds of incense from his hands 
Arise with odour sweet. 

4 Urim and Thummim near his heart, 

In rich engravings worn, 
The sacred light of truth impart, 
To teach and to adorn. 

5 Through him, the eye of faith describes 

A greater Prie&t than he : 
Tbvs Jesus pleads above \.\ve ^JsA-e^i^ 
Foryou^ my friends, audme^ 



6 He bears the names ofall his saints, 

Deep on his heart engrav'd . * 
Attentive to the state and wants 
Of all his love has sav'd* 

7 In him a holiness complete. 

Light and perfections shine, 
And wisdom, grace, and glory meet : - 
A Saviour all divine. 

8 The blood, which as a priest, he bears 

For sinners is his own ; 
The incense of his pray'rs and tears 
Perfume the holy throne. 

9 In him my weary soul has rest. 

Though I am weak and vile ; 
I read my name upon his breast, 
And see the Father smile. 

„ HYMN 247. C. M. 
JdLOW sweet the name of Jesus sounds, 

.In a believer's ear ! 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds 

And drives away his fear. 

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole, 
And calms the troubled breast ; 
'Tis manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary rest. 

D Dear name ! the rock on which I build, 

My shield and ViidVw^ ^We '^ 
My never failing lre3L«?t's ^\Vi 
With boundless stores olgc^c^. 



.JC. ' 



4 By thee my pray'rs acceptance gain, 

Although with sin defil'd ; 
Satan accuses me in vain, 
And I am own'd a child. 

■ 

5 Jbsus ! my Shepherd, Husband, Friend, 

My Prophet, Priest, and King ; 
My Lord, my Life, mv Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring. 

6 Weak is the effort of my heart, 

And cold my warmest thought ; 
But when I see thee as thou art, 
I'll praise thee as I ought. 

7 'Till then I would thy love proclaim 

With ev'ry fleeting breath ; 
And may the music of thy name 
Refresh my soul in death. 

HYMN 248. L. M. 
IVl Y song shall bless the Lord of all, 

My praise shall climb to his abode 
Thee,Saviour, by that name I call, 

The great Supreme, the mighty God. 

2 Without beginning or decline, 

Object of faith, and not of sense ; 
Eternal ages saw him shine, 
He shines, eternal ages hence. 

3 As much, when in the manger laid, 

Almighty ruler of the sky ; 
As when the six days work he made^ 
FilVd all lhemoru\tk%-^\ax^^V^>5^^* 



4 Of all the crowns Jehovah bears, 

Salvation is his dearest claim ; 
That gracious sound well-pleas'd he hea 
And owns Emmanuel for his name. 

5 A cheerful confidence I feel, 

My well-plac'd hopes with joy I see : 
My bosom glows with heavenly zeal 
To worship him who died for me. 

6 As man, he pities my complaint, 

His pow'r and truth are all divine ; 
He will not fail, he cannot faint. 
Salvation's sure, and must be mine.. 

HYMN 249. L. M. 

X HE Saviour calls his people sheep, 

And bids them on his love rely ; 
For he alone their souls can keep. 
And he alone their wants supply. 

2 The bull can fight, the hare can flee. 

The ant, in summer, food prepare ; 
But helpless sheep and such are we, 
Depend upon the Shepherd's care. 

3 Jehovah is our Shepherd's name, 

Then what have we, thQ? weak, to feai 
Our sin and folly we prociStm, '* 
If we despond while he is near; 

4 When Satan threatens to devour ; 

When troubles press on ev'ry side ; 
Think ofouv Shepherd* s c^T:e ^vx^^w^'^t 
He can defend, he vjVW iptoVvd^- 



5 See the rich pastures of his grace, 

Where, in full streams, salvation flows ! 
There he appoints our resting place. 
And we may feed, secure from foes. 

6 There, 'midst the flock, the Shepherd dwells, 

The sheep ?round in safety lie ; 
The wolf in vain, with malice swells, 
For he protects them nrith his eye. 

7 Dear Lord, as I am one of thine, 

From anxious thoughts I would be free ; 
To trust, and love, and praise, is mine, 
The care of all belongs to thee* 

HYMN 250. P. M. 

J^ET us love, and sing, and wonder, 

Let us praise the Saviour's name ! 
He has hush'd the Law's loud thunder, 
He has quench'd mount Sinai's flame : 
He has wash'd us with his blood. 
He has brought us nigh to God. 

2 Let us love the Lord who bought us, 

Pity'd us when enemies ; 
Call'dus by his grace, and taught us, 

Gave us ears, and gave us eyes : 
He has- wash'd us with his blood, 
He presents our souls tp God; 

3 Let us sing, tho' fierce temptations 

Threaten hard to bear us down ! 
For the Lord our strong s^^Vj^NAOti^ 
Holds in view the couc^toit*^ cxwi'S!^*- 



He who wash'd us with his blood, 
Soon will bring us home to God. 

4 het us wonder J grace and justice 

Join and point to mercy's store ; 
When thro' grace in Christ our trust fs, 

Justice smiles and asks no more. 
He who washed us with his bloody 
Has secur'd our way to God. 

5 Let us praise^ and join the chorus 

Of the saints, enthron'd on high, 
Here they trusted him before us, 

flow their praises fill the sky : 

" Thou hast wash'd us with thy blooc 
Thou art worthy, Lamb of God !" 

6 Hark ! the name of Jesus sounded 

Loud, from golden harps above ! 
Lord, we blush, and are confounded, 
Faint our praises, cold our love ! 
Wash our souls and songs with blood, 
And by thee we come to God. 

HYMN 251. C. M. 
Jd ATHER, to thee my soul I lift, 

My soul on thee depends. 
Convinced, that ev'ry perfect gift 

From th^e alone ciescends. 

2 Mercy and grace are thine alone, 
And powV and wisdom too ; 
Without the Spvr\lo( V\\^ Sow, 
We nothing good c^udkO^. 



3 We cannot speak one useful word, ^ 

One holy thought conceive, 
Unless, in answer to our Lord, 
Thyself the blessing give. 

4 Thou all our works in us bast wrought^ 

Our good is all divine , 
The prarse, of evVy virtuous thought ' 
And righteous work, is thine. 

6 From thee, through Jesus, we receive 
Power on thee to call ; 
In thee we are, and move, and live, 
Our God is All in All ! 

6 'Tis not of him that wills or run3, 

That labours, or desires : 
In answer to my Saviour's groans, 
Thy love my breast inspires. 

7 The meritorious cause I see, 

That precious blood divine ; 
And I, since Jesus died for me. 
Shall live for ever thine. 

HYMN 252. C. M. 

Jb ATHER, I sing thy wond'rous grace, 

I bless my Saviour's name ; 
He bought salvation for the poor. 

And bore the sinner's shame. 

2 His deep distress has rais'd us high. 
His duty and his zeal 
FuJfiH'd the law which motl^\^\ffc\L^^ 
And iiflisii'd ail iby will* 



.1 



3 Through his obedience so complete, 

Peace is to sinners giv'n ; 
Mercy and truth together met, 
When he came down from heav'n. 

4 This shall thy humble followers see, 

And set their hearts at rest ; 
They, by his death, draw near to thee, 
And live for ever blest, 

5 Grief, like a garment, cloth'd him round, 

And sackcloth was his dress. 
While he wrought out for naked souls 
A robe of righteousness. 

6 May our incarnate God and King 

Our sweetest thoughts employ ! 
And we his endless praises sing 
In palaces of joy ! 

6ymn 253. c. M. 

IVlY never-ceasing songs shall show 

The mercies of the Lord ; 
And all succeeding ages know 

How faithful is his word. 

2 The sacred truths his lips pronounce 

Shall firm as heav'n endure ; 
And. if he speaks a promise once, 
Th' eternal grace is sure. 

3 How long the race of. David held 

The Israelitish throne ! 
Bat tbere^s a nobler coveTsaLTv\.^^^ftL 
To David^s greater Sot\* 



4 His seed for ever shall possess 

A throne above the skies ; 
The meanest subject of his grace 
Shall to that glorj rise. 

5 His promise he will ne'er revoke, 

But keep his grace in mind ; 
And what Eternal Love hath spoke, 
Eternal Truth shall bind. 

6 Great God of hosts, thy wond'rous ways 

Are sung by saints above : 
And saints on earth their honours raise 
To thy unchanging love. 

-, -. HYMN 254. C. M. 

JVIY Saviour, my Almighty Friend, 

When I begin thy praise, 
Where will the growing numbers end, 

The numbers of thy grace ? 

2 Thou art my everlasting Trust, 

Thy goodness I adore : 
And, since I knew thy graces first, 
I speak thy glories more. 

3 My feet shall travel all the length 

Of the celestial road, 
And march, with courage, in thy strength, 
To see my Father God. 

4 When I am brought into distress 

By humbling views of sin, 
I'll plead thy perfect T\^V.^o>^Tk^^'&^ 
•^d only n^ention l\ivi\^« 



5 How will my lips rejoice to tell 

The vici'ries of my King! 
My soul, redeemed from death andhelly 
Shall thy salvation sing. 

6 Awake, awake, my tuneful pow'rs ; 

With this delightful song, 

I'll entertain the darkest hours, 

Nor (hink the season long. 

HYMN 255. L. M. 

JlIaPPY the man who finds the grace, 
The blessing of God's chosen race, 
The Wisdom coming from above. 
The faith that sweetly works by Love. 

2 Happy beyond description he. 

Who knows, the Saviour died for me, 
The sift unspeakable obtains, 
And neav'nly understanding gains. 

3 Wisdom divine ! who tells the price 
Of Wisdom's costly merchandize ! 
Wisdom to silver we prefer, 

And gold is dross, compar'd with her. 

4 He finds, who Wisdom apprehends, 
A life begun, that never ends ; 
The tree of life divine she is, 

Set in the midst of Paradise. 

5 Happy the man who Wisdom gains , 
J/7 whose obedient heart she reigns : 

He owns, and will for ever onrxi. 

Wisdom, and CsyaiaT, asAT^^vi^^w^ ^^^* 



HYMN 256. L. M. 

1 KNOW that my Redeemer lives, 
He lives, and on the earth shall stand ; 

And, though to worms my flesh he gives, 
My dust lies numbered in his haod. 

2 In this re-animated clay, 

I surely shall behold him near ; 
Shall see him at the latter day 
In all his majesty appear. 

3 I feel what then shall raise me up, 

Th' eternal Spirit lives in me ; 
This is my confidence of hope, 
That God I face to face shall see* 

4 Mine own, and not another's eyes, 

The King shall in his beauty view; 
1 shall from him receive the prize, 
The crown, to hU obedience due* 

5 Ev'n now I taste that bliss divine, 

The glorious joys of angels prove ; 
A whole eternity is mine^ 
A whole eternity of love ! 

HYMN 257. L. M. 

J-jORD, when my thoughts, delighted, rove 
Amid the wonders of thy Love ; 
The sight revives my drooping heaiti 
And bids invading fears depart. 

2 Guilty and weak, to Thee I fly, 
On thy atoning Blood rely, 
And on thy Righteousne&a d^i^exidi^ 

3fy LoMD, my Saviour, and uq "Stw^? 



3 Be all my heart, be all my days, 
Devoted to thy single Praise ! 
And let my glad obedience prove 
How much I owe, how much I love* 

^^ HYMN 258. L. M. 

JL IS finished! — The Messiah dies; 
Cut off for sins, but not his own ! 
Accom|)Iish'd is the Sacrifice, 
The great Redeeming Work is done : 

2 FinishM the first transgression is. 

And purg'd the guilt of actual sin ; 
And everlasting Righteousness 
Is brought, for all his people, in. 

3 'Tis finished, all my guilt and pain ; 

I want no Sacrifice beside : 
For me, for me, the Lamb is slain, 
And Pm for ever justified. 

4 Sin, death, and hell, are now subduM ; 

All grace is now to sinners giv'n : 

And, lo, I plead th^ atoning Blood, 

For pardon, holiness, and heaven. 

HYMN 259. C. M. 
JL HE sinner, who, by precious faith. 

Has felt his sins forgiv'n. 
Is, from that moment, past from death, , 

And seaPd an heir of heav'n. 

2 Though thousand snares enclose his feet, 
Not one shall \io\d\km fsa&\.\ 
IFliate ver dangen Yie toa.^ \ftR^\.^ 
He BUKisV get «aie ^l^oax. 



3 Not as the world, the Satiovr gives ; 

He is no fickle friend : 
Whom once He loves, He never leaveti 
But loves him to the end. 

4 Unnumbered savage beasts of prey 

Around the forest roam : 
But Judah^s Lion guards the way. 
And guides his children home* 

5 Thy faithful Spirit, evernear, 

My sure defence will be : 
And I, O LoBD, must persevere^ 
Because preserved by Thee. 

HYMN 260. C. M. 
CyHARG'D with the complicated load 

Of all his people's debt, 
By faith I see the Lamb of God 

Expire beneath its weight. 

2 My guilt, transfer'd from me to Him^ 

Shall never more be found ; 
Lost in his blood's atoning stream. 
And in that fountain drown'd. 

3 My mighty sins to Thee are known ; 

But mightier still is He, 
Who laid bis life a ransom down^ 
And pleads his death for roe. 

HYMN 261. C. M. 
IMMOVEABLE thy promise stands^ 

My Lord, my Hope.ia^ TlT^a&Vx 
As I am found in J&bi3«^ Yi»qAi^ 
Jfy soul can iie^erV)e\o%U 



2 His honour is enga^'d to save 

The meanest of his sheep : 
All that his' heavenly Father gave. 
His hands securely keep. 

3 Nor death nor hell shall e'er remove 

His sheep-fold from his breast : 
In the dear bosom of his love 
They must for ever rest. 

4 God hath laid up in heav'n, for me, 

A crown which cannot fade : 
The righteous Judge, at that great day, 
Shall place it on my head. 

6 Nor hath the King of grace decreed 
This prize for me alone ; 
But all who love, and long to see, 
Th' appearing of his Son. 

6 Jesus the Lord shall guard me safe 

From ev'ry ill design ; 
And to his heavenly kingdom keep 
This helpless soul of mine. 

7 Why do I then indulge my fears, 

Suspicions, and complaints ? 
Is he a God, and shall hip grace 
Grow weary of his saints ? 

8 Can a kind mother e'er forget 

The fav'rite of her heart ? 
And, 'midst a ihousaLtidv^xvdLtet V^wv^v^;^ 
Her infant have noTp^xv.**- 



9 Yet, saitb the Lord, should nature change, 
And mothers monsters prove ; 
Sion still dwells upon the heart 
Of everlasting Love. 

HYMN 262. C. M. 
X^RD, when our rapturM thought surveys,. 

Creation's beauties o'er, 
All nature joins to teach thy praise, 

And bid our souls adore. 

3 Where'er we turn our gazing eyes, 
Thy radiant footsteps shine ; 
Ten thousand pleasing wonders rise, 
And speak their source divine* 

3 The living tribes of countless forms, 

In earth, in sea, and air ; 
The meanest flies, the smallest wonns, 
Almighty pow'r declare. 

4 Thy wisdom, pow'r, and goodness, Loid, 

In all thy works appear ; 
And O ! let man thy praise record, 
Man, thy distinguish'd care ! 

5 From thee the breath of life he drew j 

That breath thy pow'r maintains ; 
Thy tender mercy, ever new, 
His brittle frame sustains. 

6 Yet nobler favours claim his praise, 

Of reason's light possess'd ; 
By revelation's briehl^^lx^'^ik 
Still more divinely \Ae^^'^A*^ 



7 Thy providence, his constant guard 

When threatening woes impend, 
Or will th' impending dangers ward, 
Or timely succours lend. 

8 On us that Providence has shone 

With gentle smiling rays ; 
O may our lips and lives make known 
Thy goodness and thy praise ! 

HYMN 263. L. M. 

JLlORD, what is man ? extremes how wide, 

In this mysterious nature join ! 
The flesh, to worms and dust allied, 

The soul, immortal and divine. 

2 Divine at first, a holv flame 

Kindled by Heav'n's inspiring breath ; 
' Till sin, with pow'r prevailing, came; 
Then foUowM darkness, shame and death. 

3 But Jesus, O amazing grace ! 

Assumed our nature as his, own, 
Obeyed and suflfer^d in our place. 
Then took it withhim to his throne. 

4 Now what is man, when grace reveals 

The Virtue of a Saviour's blood ? 
Again a life divine he feels. 

Despises earth, and walks with God. 

6 And what, in yonder realms above. 
Is ransom'd man ordain'd to be ? 
With honour, holme^^ ^tA\w^^ 
No seraph mote adotrf di ^Jq^siVr* 



^ HNMN 264. C. M. 
ijLE who on earth as man was known, 

And bore our sins and painSi 
Now, seated on th' eternal throne, 

The God of glory reigns, 

2 His hands the wheels of nature guide 

With sure unerring skill ; 
And countless worlds, extended wide. 
Obey his sovereign will. 

3 While harps unnumber'd sound bis praise, 

In yonder world above, 
His saints on earth admire bis ways, 
And glory in his love. 

4 His righteousness, to faith reveaPd, 

Wrought out for guilty worms. 
Affords a hiding-place and shield 
From enemies and storms. 

5 This land, through which his pilgrims gOj 

Is desolate and. dry ; 
But streams of grace from him o'erfloWi 
Their thirst to satisfy. 

6 When troubles, like a burning sun, 

Beat heavy on their head, 
T o this high Rock for rest they run, 
And find a pleasing shade. 

7 How glorious he ! how happy they 

In such a glorious Frieiidl 
Whose love secures lW.Ti ifii ^JDl{t^«^^ 
Aad crowoA thiuu av t\x^ i^^d^^ -^ . 



HYMN 265. c* m; 

OEHOLD my servant ! see kixxrrise 

Exalted rn my might t 
Him bare I chosen, and in biny 

I place supreme delight. 

2 On him, in rich effusion pourM, 
My spirit sbal) descend ; 
My truths and judgments he shattshow 
To earth'ls^ remotest end'. 

5 Gentle and still shall be his roice, 

No threats from him^ proceed ! 
The smoaking flax he shaH not quench. 
Nor break the bruised reed. 

4 The feeble spark to flames heMl raise. 
The weak will not despise ; 
Judgment be shaH' bring forth to truth,. 
And make the feUen rise. 

6 The progress of his ze^l and pow'r 

Shall never know deelih^, 
Till foreign lands anc dist tnt isles 
Receive the lawdivme. 

ftYMN 266. C. M. 

jHLE comes! the Saviour full of grace. 
By ancient prophets sung ; 

The smile of mercy in his face, 
And truth upon his tongue. 

9 In him the world no beauty sees ; 

^* No forn> nor comeWa^^^^ 
Mejected and de8m«?d Vic \s, 
Aad plungM in cteep d»u«8»^ 



3 But, there's a people taught bj grace. 

To know his matchless worm 4 
They own him tho^ accounted basey 
And sound his praises forth. 

4 They own him as the Lord of all. 

Their Saviour, and their God : 
Before his feet they prostrate fall : 
The pui*chase of his blood ! 

5 Tis thus the Saviour is receiv'd^ 

The world accounts him vile ; 
While sinners by his grace relieved 
r Can live but oy his smile* 

6 To him who bore the sinner's ^hame^ 

Be endless glory giv^n. 
Immortal honours crown his name, 
The Lord of earth and heav'n 2 

^ HYMN 267. C. M. 

Jt>LEST morning, whose first dawning ray 

Beheld the Son of God 
Arise triumphant from the grave, 

And leave his dark abode. 

2 Wrapt in the silence of the tomb 

The great Redeemer lay, 
Till the revolving skies had brought 
The third, th' appointed day. 

3 Hell and the grave combined their force 

To hold our Lord in vain ; 
Sudden the conqueror ^tose. 
And burst their {€eVAe c^Vtu 



4 To thy great name, almighty Lord ! 

We sacred honours pay, 
And loud hosannas shall proclaim 
The triumphs of the day. 

5 Salvation and immortal praise 

To our victorious King ! 
Let heav'n and earth, and rocks, and seas, 
With glad hosannas ring. 

^ HTMN 268. C. M. 

JCVEJOICE, believer, in the Lord, 
Who makes your cause his own ; 

The hope that's built upon his word 
Can ne'er be overthrown. 

2 Tho' many foes beset yom* road, 

And feeble is your arm : 
Your life is hid with Christ in God, 
Beyond the reach of harm. 

3 Weak as you are, you shall not faint, 

Or fainting, shall not die ! 
Jesus, the strength of ev'ry saint, 
Will aid you from on high. 

4 Tho' now unseen by outward sense, 

Faith sees him always near, 
A guide, a glory, a defence ; 
Then what have you to fear ? 

5 As surely as he overcame. 

And triumph'd once for you ; 
So surely you thai \ove Va«^ viaHyt 
Shall triuniph in \iim Voo% 



^Pl^ HYMN 269. L. M. 
W HEN we the sacred grave survey 

In which our Saviour deigned to lie, 
We see fuI61Pd what prophets say, 

And all the pow*r of death defy. 

3 This empty tomb shall now proclaim 

How weak the bands of conquered death 9 
Sure pledge that all who trust his name, 
Shall rise, and draw immortal breath. 

d Our Surety freed declares us free, 
For whose offences he was seized : 
In his release our own we see. 
And joy to view Jehovah pleasM. 

4 Jesus, once number'd with the dead. 

Unseals his eyes to sleep no more ; 
And ever lives their cause to plead. 
For whom the pains of death he bore. 

5 Then, tho^ in dust we lay our head. 

Yet, gracious God, thou wilt not leave 
Our flesh for ever with the dead. 
Nor lose thy children in the grave. 

„ HYMN 270. C. M. 

JrlOW wretched was our former state^ 

When slaves to Satan's sway, 
With hearts disordered and impure^ 

Overwhelmed in sin we lay ! 

2 But O, my soul, for ever praise, 
For ever love his name, 
Who turned thee from iVie bXaX y^sSoa 
Of folly ^ siQ and sbam^ 



3 Vain and presumptuous is the trusty 

Which in our works we place, 
Salvation from a higher source 
Flows to the human race. 

4 'Tisfrom the mercy of our God 

That all our hopes begin ; 
His mercy sav'd our souls from death, 
And washM our souls from sin. 

5 His Spirit, through the Saviour shed, 

His sacred fire imparts, 
Refines our dross, and love divine 
Rekindles in our hearts. 

6 Thence, rais'd from death, we live anew. 

And justified by grace, 
We hope in glonr to appear, 
And see our Father^s face. 

7 Let ail who hold this faith and hope 

In holy deeds abound ; 
Thus faith approves itself sincere 
By active virtue crown'd. 

^ HYMN 271. C. M. 

(^OME, ye that know and fear the Lord, 
And raise your thoughts above ; 

Let ev'ry heart and voice accord 
To sing that " God is love." 

2 This precious truth his word declares, 
Ana all his mercies prove, 
Jesus, the Gift of gi{t&> ^\k\i^t%, . 
To show that *^ GoA Vii Ijon^^^'^ 



3 Behold bis patience, bearing long 

With those who from him rove ; 
Till mighty grace their hearts subdue 
To teach them — " God is Love.'' 

4 The work begun is carried on 

By pow'rfrom heav'n above, 
And ev'ry step from first to last, 
Proclaims that " God is Love." 

5 O may we all, while here below, 

This best of blessings prove ; 
Till warmer hearts, in brighter worlds, 
Proclaim that " God is Love." 

HYMN 272. L. M. 
X HE countless multitude on high, 

Who tune their songs to Jesus' name, 
All merit of their own deny. 

And Jesus' worth alone proclaim. 

2 Firm on the ground of sov'reign grace 

They stand before Jehovah's throne ; 
The only song in that bless'd place 
Is — " Thou art worthy. Thou alone !" 

3 With spotless robes of purest white, 

And branches of triumphal palm, 
They «hout, with transports ot delight, . 
Heav'n's ceaseless, universal psalm :— 

4 ^^ Salvation's glory all be paid 

To him who sits upon the tbroQe^ 
And to the Lamb whose b\(K)d^^3^'&^^^\ 
Thou, thou art worthy> TYiou Aov^^^- 



5 For thou wast slain : and in thy blood 

These robes were washM so spotless pure : 
Thou mad^st us kings and priests to God ; — 
For ever let thy praise endure !" 

6 While thus the ransom'd m}rriads shout^ 

" Amen !'' the holy angels cry — 

Amen ! Amen ! resounds throughout 

The boundless, regions of the sky. 

7 Let us with joy adopt the strain : 

We hope to sing for ever there ; 
'* Worthy's the Lamb, for sinners slaioi 
Worthy alone the crown to bear !" 

8 Without one thought that's good to plead, 

O what could shield us from despair? — 
But this — though we are vile indeed, 
" The Righteousness of God" is there !* 

^ HYMN 273. P.M. 

JVING of kings and Lord of lords!" 
These are great and awful words. 
'Tis to Jesus they belong : 
L#t his people raise their song. 

2 Hark how Angels sound his praise ! 
FilPd with transport while they gaze, 
^' Glory» honour, praise and pow'r 

" These are thine for evermore." 

3 Crown him then whom angels sing ! 
Crown him everlasting King ! 

Jesus £lls the throne ^boiv^ \ 
/esus is th€ God oUove% 



4 Holy, holy, holy, Lord ! 
Heav'n and earth thy name record. 
PowV and Praise to thee belong : 
Lord, accept our feeble song. 

5 Rich in glory thou didst stoop. 
This is now thy people's hope, 
Thou wast poor that they might be 
Rich in glory. Lord, with thee. 

6 When we think oflove like this, 
Joy and shame our hearts possess : 
Joy that thou could'st pity thus ; 
Shame for such returns from us. 

7 Yet we hope the day to see, 
When we shall from earth be free ; 
Borne aloft to heav'n be brought. 
There to praise thee as we ought. 

8 While we still continue here, 
Let this hope our spirits cheer ; 
Till in heav'n thy face we see, 
Teach us Lord to live to thee. 

HYMN 274. C. M. 

JL HY goodness, Lord, our souls confess ; 

Thy goodness we adore ; 
A spring whose blessings never fail— 

A sea without a shore. 

2 Sun, moon and stars, thy love attest 
In every golden ray. 
Love draws the curtains ot vYietA^^V^ 
And love brings back l\ie da^ . 



5 Thy bounty ev'ry season crowns. 
With all the bliss it yields ; 
With joyful clusters loads the vines^ 
With strengthening grain the fields. 

4 But chiefly thy compassion, Lord, 

Is in the gospel seen ; 
There, like a sun, thy mercy shines, 
Without a cloud between. 

5 Pardon, acceptance, peace and joy, 

Thro' Jesu's name are giv'n. 
He on the cross was lifted high, 
That we might reign in heav'n* 

HYMN 275. L. M. 

JL O us a child is born from heaven ; 
To us the Son of God is giv'n ; 
[So Judah's ancient prophet sings, 
And Gentiles hail the news he wings. 

2 Gentiles in Jesu's name shall trust, 
And of his glories make their boast ;] 
The Oovernment of worlds he made 
Upon his Mhoulders shall be laid. 

3 His name Ihe Wonderful shall be ; 
His wonders heaven and earth shall see 
The Counsellor of truth and grace, 
Who leads in paths of righteoiMness. 

4 The mighty Godj that glorious name. 
His works and word \o\w to proclaim : 
The everlasting FaiKeT, U«i— 

And the whole cViWcYiYiVi ^^m^^* 



h The Prince of Peace^ on David's throne, 
And nations yet unborn shall own 
His sovereign and his gracious sway ; 
Glad of the honour to obey. 

6^ Justice and Judgment he'll maintain^. 
To everlasting ages reign ; 
And his blest empire shall increase. 
Till time with all its movements cease* 

[7 Our faith in grateful triumph boasts 
These wonders of the Lord of^Hosts: 
And trusts the zeal that formed the plan 
To perfect what that zeal began.] 

HYMN 276. L. M. 

^EE, on the mount of Calvary, 

Upon a cross suspended high, 
A harmless sufferer covered o'er 
With shame, and welt'ring in his gore. 

2 Is this the Son, the Sent of God, . 
To rule the nations with his rod ? 
This the predicted Sun that brings 
Life and salvation on his wings ?j 

3 Is this the Saviour long foretold, 
To usher in the age of gold ? 

To make the reign of sorrow cease. 
And bind the jeurring world in peace ? 

4 'Tis he, 'tis he ! — he kindly shrouds 
His glories in a night of clouds, 
That souls might from t\ie\t TUUwtvM^ 

And gain th' unperishable 



5 See, to their refuge and their rest, 
From all the bonds of guilt releasM 
Transgressors to his cross repair, 
And find a full redemption there. 

6 Jesus, what millions of our race 
Have been the trophies of thy grace ! 
And millions more to thee shall fly, 
And on thy sacrifice rely ! 

7 That tree, that curs'd and poison^ tree. 
Which prov'd a bloody rack to thee, 
Shall in the noblest blessings shoot. 
And fill the nation with its fhiit. 

8 The sorrow, shame, and death were thine, 
And all the stores of wrath divine ! 
Ours are the glory, life, and bliss ; 
What love can be compared to this ! 

HYMN 277. C. M. 
X ONDER, amazing sight ! I see 

Th' incarnate Son of God, 
Expiring on th' accursed treCt 

And weltVing in his blood. 

2 Behold the purple torrents run 

Down from his hands £ind head ! 
The crimson tide puts out the sun ; 
His groans awake the dead. 

3 The trembling earth, the darkened sky, 

Proclaim iVve irxith ^iloud ; 
And with th? am^i'd^cexvvxwvws.^'t^^ 
" This \% iVi^ Son olG^oV^'^ 



4 So great, so v&st a sacrifice 
May well my hope revive ; 
Jf God's own Son tnus bleeds and dies^ 
The sinner sure must live. 

HYMN 278. L. M. 

X E mourning souls, dry up your tears, 
^Dismiss your gloomy, groundless fears, 
And let your hearts with this revive, 
That Jesus Christ is yet alive. 

2 His saints he loves, and never leaves ; 
The chief of sinners he receives ; 
Let then your hearts with this revive, 
The sinner's friend is yet gilive. 

3 He'll guard your souls from ev'ry ill ; 
His largest promises fulfil ; 

Then let your hearts with this revive, 
That Jesus Christ is yet alive. 

[4 What though you fear to launch away, 
And quit this tenement of clay ; 
O let your hearts with this revive, 
That Jesus Christ is yet alive.] 

5 Abundant grace he will afford. 
Till you are present with the Lord ; 
And prove what you have heard before. 
That Jesus lives for evennore. 

HYMN 279. L. M. 

IN Christ, I've all my soul's desire ; 
His spirit does my heart \r\%^vee 
With 6oundIess wishes Wge ^xAVx^^n 
Aad Christ will all my \^ai\X.% «vx\»^^- 



2 Christ is my hope, my strength and guide^ 
For me he bled and groan'd and died : 
He is my sun to give me light, 

He is my soul's supreme delight. 

3 Christ is the source of all my blis8» 
My wisdom, and my righteousness—- 
My Saviour, Brother, and my Friend ; 
On him alone I now depend. 

4 Christ is my King to rule and bless, 
And all my troubles to redress ; 
He's my salvation and my all, 
Whatever on earth shall me befall. 

* 

5 Christ is my strength and portion too, 
My soul in him can all things do ; 
Through him PIl triumph o'er the grave, 
And death and hell ray soul outbrave. 

HYMN 280. C. M. 

C/HRIST, as our creat Physician, heals 

Our maladies within ; 
Relieves the pangs the conscience feels^ 

From recollected sin. 

2 He sees our many pressing wants 

With a propitious eye ; 
And from his own abundance grants 
A free and rich supply. 

3 He sympathizes with our grief; 

He lends a grac\o\]A ear 
To all our groans \ ^vA ^\NWk vK\^^^ 
IVhate'er tfe feA ot fc«* 



k. ■ 



4 He manages our mean afiairs, 
From his high throne above ; 
And sooths our sorrows and our caret 
With his endearing love*] 

5 My soul, with sacred rapture, saith. 

When Jesus is in view, 
This is the object of my faith, 
And this its author too. 

6 Angels his name with joy confess, 

And low before him fall ; 
Then what can sinners here do less^ 
Than own him all in all ? 

-. HYMN 281. L. M. 

J EISUS, the heavenly Bridegroom, gave 
His life my wretched soul to save : 
Resolved to make his mercy known. 
He kindly claims me for his own* 

3 Rebellious I against him strove 
Till melted and constrained by love ; 
With sin and self I freely part, ' 
The heavenly Bridegroom wins my heart, 

3 My guilt, my wretchedness he knows, 
Yet takes and owns me for his spouse ; 
My debts he pays and sets me free, 
And makes his riches o'er to me. 

4 My filthy rags are laid aside ; 

He clothes me as becomes his bride \ 
Himself bestows my weddiu^ 3^te%^^ 
Tie robe of perfect rigJi\.eo>i&ue^^* 



5 Lost in astonishment I see, 
Jesus, thy boundless love to me ; 
With angels I thy grace adore, 

And long to love and praise thee more. 

6 Since thou wilt take me for thy bride, 

keep me, Saviour, near thy side ! 

1 fain would give thee all my heart, 
Nor ever from my Lord depart* 

J HYMN 282. L. M. 

XjATD by Jehovah's mighty hands, 
Zion's foundation firmly stands ; 
Rais'd up on Christ, the corner stone, 
Secure as God's eternal throne. 

2 See how the glorious fabric grows, 
Fram'd of materials that he chose! 
Each stone prepared and fitly set, 
The royal structure to complete. 

3 Still shall this edifice arise. 

Till all shall reach the lofty skies ; 
And joyful hosts shall praise above, 
Jehovah's grace and Jesu^s love. 

jj HYMN 283. L. M. 

JtlE lives, the great Redeemer lives ; . 
What joy the blest assurance gives! 
And now before his father God, 
Pleads the full merits of his blood. 

2 Bepeated crimes awake our fears, 

But in the Saviour'*s\ov«^^ ^^^^^ 
Svireet mercy smiles, anA iW \% ^^e^^* 



3 Hence, iheD ye black despairing thoughts^ 
Above our fears, above our faults ; 

Hia powerful intercessions rise, 
And guilt recedes, and terror dies. 

4 In ev'ry dark, distressful hour, 
When sin and satan join their powV ; 
Let this d^ar hope repel the dart, 
That Jesus bears us on his heart. 

5 Great Advocate, almighty Friend ! 
On him our humble hopes depend ! 
Our cause can never, never fail, 
For Jesus pleads, and must prevail. 

HYMN 284. L. M. 

W HEN sins dnd fears prevailing rise. 

And fainting hope almost expires, 
Jesus, to thee I lift mine eyes — 
To thee I breathe my souPs desires. 

2 Art thou not mine, my living Lord ? 

And can my hope, my comfort die, 
Fix'd on thy everlasting word — 

That word which built the earth and sky ? 

3 If my immortal Saviour lives. 

Then my immortal life is sure ; 
His word a firm foundation gives ; 
Here let me build, and rest secure. 

4 Here let my faith unshaken dwell; 

Immoveable the promise stands \ 
NiHrall the powers of eatth oc Yi!i?\ 
Oan e^er dissolve tte «actdk Aawod** 

V 2 



5 Here, O my soul, thy trust repose 
If Jesus is for ever mine, 
Nor death itself, that last of foes, 
Shall break a union so divine. 

HYMN 285. C. M. 

Jl HOU dear Redeemer — dying Lamb ! 

I love to hear of thee ; 
No music^s like thy charming name, 

Nor half so sweet can be. Hal. 

4 

2 O may I ever hear thy voice 

In mercy to me speak ; 
And in my priest will I rejoice, 
Thou great Melchisedec. 

3 My Jesus shall be still my theme, 

While on this earth 1 stay ; 

I'll sing my Jesu's lovely name, 

When all things else aecay. 

4 When I appear in yonder cloud, 

With all his favoured throng : 
Then will I sing more sweet, more loud. 
And Christ shall be my song. Hal. 

HYMN 286. L. M. 

tl ESUS, engrave it on my heart, 
That thou the one thing needful art ! 
I could from all things parted be, 
But never, never. Lord, from thee ! 

3 Needful art thou to make me live ; . 

Needful art thou a\\ epcci Vo^w^ \ 

Needful to guide nie\esl\ «toi^ \ 

Acedfui to help me w^r^ ^1* 



3 Needful is thy most precious blood ; 
Needful is ihy correcting rod ; 
Needful is thy indulgent care ; 
Needful thy all prevailing prayV. 

4 Needful thy presence, dearest Lord, 
True peace and comfort to afford ; 
Needful thy promise to impart 
Fresh life and vigour to my heart; 

5 Needful art thou to be my stay 
Through all life's dark and thorny way ; 
Nor less in death thou'It needful be, 
When I yield up my soul to thee. 

6 Needful art thou, to raise my dust 
In shining glory with the just ; 
Needful when I in heaven appear, 
To crown, and to present me there. 

[7 Needful art thou, my Lord, my love, 
To tune my golden harp above ; 
Needful art thou, my God, my King, 
While to eternity I sing.] 

8 Then shall my soul, with joy supreme, 
Dwell on the dear delightful theme. 
Glory and praise be ever his. 
The one thing needful Jesus is ! 

HYMN 287. C. M. 

SS/jlY soul, arise ! shake off thy fean^ 
And wipe thy sorrows dry : 

Jesu"^ in heaven thy wilne&& b^^^^^ 
Tbj record is on hig|h» 



2 Abovfe this world of sins and pains, 

Beyond the gliltVing sky, 
My wjtness still in heaven remains — 
My record is on high. 

3 Cheerful PIl bow to all his will, 

And at his footstool lie ; 
My witness lives in heaven, and still 
My record is on high* 

4 Behold, my soul, whatever betides, 

Thou shalt not, canst not die ; 
My witness still in heaven abides — 
My record is on high. 

5 Thus while I sing of Christ my Lord, 

And angels' harps outvie. 
My witness still in heaven adorM — 
My record is on high. 

HYMN 288. CM. 
XxOW vast the benefits divine, 

Which we in Christ possess ; 
WcVe sav'd from guilt and ev'ry sin« 

And caHM to holiness. 

2 'Tis not for works which we have done^ 

Or shall hereafter do, 
JBut he of his abounding love 
Salvation does bestow. 

3 The slory, Lord, from first to last, 

h one to thee alone *. 
Audit to ourselves we d»re TinX\^% 
Or rob thee ot thy cto^vm* 



4 Our glorious Surety undertook 
Redemption's wond'rous plan ; 
And grace was given us in him 
Before the world began, 

[5 Safe- in the arms of sovereign love 
We ever shall remain ; 
Nor shall the rage of earth or hell 
Make thy dear counsels vain.] 

HYMN 289. L. M. 
(jrREAT God, to thee my evening song 

With humble gratitude jf raise ^ 
O let thy mercy tune my tongue, 

And nil my heart with lively praise. 

3 Mercy, that rich, unbounded store, 
Does my unnumberM wants relieve ; 
Among thy daily craving poor 
On thy all-bounteous hand I live* 

3 My days unclouded as they pass, 
^ And ev'ry gentle rolling hour, 

I Are monuments of wond'rous grace, 

And witness too thy love and pow'r. 

! 4 Thy love and pow'r, celestial Guard, 
Preserve me from surrounding harm : 
Can danger reach me while the Lord 
Extends his kind, protecting arm ? 



5 Let this blest hope my eyelids cToiMft 
With sleep refresh my feeble fraroe ; 
Safe in thy care may 1 repose, 

And wake with praises to thy name. 



o 



HYMN 290. P. M. 

COULD I speak the matchle$s worA, 

could 1 sound the glories forth 
Which in my Saviour shine, 

Fd soar and touch the heavenly strings, 
And vie with Gabriel,' while he sings, 
In notes almost divine. 

9 Pd sing the precious blood he spilt, 
My ransom irom the dreadful guilt 

Of sin and wrath divine ; 
rd sing his glorious righteousness. 
In which all perfect, heavenly dress 

My soul shall ever shine. 

3 Pd sing the characters he bears, 
And all the forms of love he wears, 

Exalted on his throne : 
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise, 

1 would to everlasting days 

Make all his glories knoiiTi; - v 

4 Well, the delightful day wiUcome, 
When my dear Lord will bring mehome^^ 

And I shall see his face : ' 
Then with my Saviour, brother, friekid, 
A bleat eternity V\V s^^^wd 
Triumphant iu Vi\s \gr^c^« 



^ *HYMN 291. C. M. 
w5lNGrto the Lord, ye heirs of faith, 

Of Abraham's chosen seed, 
The law that sentenc'd yoo. to death, 

Is now through Jesus dead. 

2 Our Surety by his cross has broke 

The law's condemning pow'r, 
For on himself our sins he took, 
And the hand writing tore* 

3 He bore our sins, and set us free ; 

No charge on us can lie : 
His blood's an all-suflScient plea, 
Our souls to justify. 

4 By legal works no more we strive 

To be discharged from guilt i 

Dead to the law, to Christ we live, 

Whose blood for us was spilt. 

5 Adore ihe Father's sovereign love, 

Who gave his only Son 
Our curse and mis'ry to remove. 
And make his mercy known. 

HYMN 292. L. M. 

saints, exult in Jesu's name, 
Make JcSu^s love your darling theme -, 
Siiig on — you're in the heavenly road, 
Your life is hid with Christ in God. 

2 'Tis hid from ev'ry carnal eye, 
'Tis bid secure with God oy\ Vi\^\ 
Beyond the reach of eatlh ot Vi^> 
, '7V« iiid with our ImmauueV 
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3 Satan may rage, the world annoy, 
But neither can this life destroy f 
That's safely lodg'd in Jesu's breast, 
The sinner's refuge, christian's rest* 

4 The seeds of grace your Lord bestows, 
From him the oil of grace still flows ; 
Till you are rais'd to his abode, 
Your life is hid with Christ in God. 

HYMN 293. C. M. 

W HEN to his father's fond embrace 

The Prodigal return'd. 
The tears bedew'd his aged face ; 

With love his bosom burn'd. 

2 He kiss'd him with a father's love, 

Tho' he such crimes had done ; 
Reprov'd the sin that made him rove, 
Yet own'd him for his son. 

3 For him the fatted calf they slew, 

The father's grace to prove : 
While on the rebel's hand we view 
The tokens of his love. 

4 With a bright robe my son array, 

For 'tis my royal will ; 
Make no excuse — without delay, 
For he's a fav'rite still. 

5 His shame, his folly, and his sin. 

The father sa^r no xs\w^\ 
His thoughts, hVs Yi^i^^^n Vvv& ^cX&^MtfXvask. 
This garment covet*^ c?«s* 



6 Thus shall Jehovah's sovereign grace, 
Thro' Jesu's blood alone, 
Bring all the apostate, ransom'd race, 
With weeping to his throne. 

HYMN 294. C. M. 
XlOW shall I come before the Lord, 

Or bow before his throne ? 
Or how procure his kind regard ! 

Or for my guilt atone ? 

2 Shall altars flame, and victims bleed, 

And spicy fumes ascend ? 
Will these my earnest wish succeed, 
And make my God my friend ? 

3 Should thousand rams in flames expire, 

Would these his favour buy ? 
Or oil, that should, for holy fire, 
Ten thousand streams supply ? 

4 With trembling hands, and bleeding heart, 

Should I my ofl*spring slay ; 
Would this a cheerful hope impart. 
Or purge ray guilt away ? 

6 Ah ! no, my soul, 'twere fruitless all; 
Such victims bleed in vain ; 
No fatlings, from the field or stall, 
Such favour can obtain ! 

6 None, but a dyin^ Saviour^s blood, 
Can all thy guilt remove; 
This plead, my sou\, \)liloTe^'^Q^^^ 
Aad sing redeeming \Q>ie% 



^ HYMN ^95- CM. 

JLjET avarice from shore to shore 

Her fieivVite g(ki pursue ; 
Thy word, O £ord^ we value more 

Than India or Peru. 

2 Here mines of knowledge, love and joy. 

Are open'd to our sight : 
The purest gold without allovi 
And gems divinely bright. 

3 The counsels of redeeming grace 

The sacred leaves unfold : 
And here the Saviour's lovely face 
Our rapturM eyes behold. 

4 Here light descending from above 

Directs our doubtml feet ; 
Here promises of heavenly love 
Our ardent wishes meet. 

5 Our numerous griefs are here redrest, 

And all our wants supplied : 
Nought we can ask to make us blest, 
Is in this book denied. 

6 For these inestimable gains 

That so enrich the mind, 
O may we search with eager pains, 
Assured that we shall find ! 

HYMN 296. S. M. 
X^EAR Saviour^ we are thine. 

By everlasline)oow^%\ 
Our names, our\eaxV&^^^«^^x«»SB 
Our SQuls ate Vn vVi^ VaxAa. 



2 To thee we still nrould" cleave 

With ever growing zeal ; 
If millions tempt us Uhrist to leave, 
O let them ne'er prevail. 

3 Thv Spirit shall unite 

Our aools to thee our head ; 
Shall form us to thy image brightf 
That we thy paths may tread. 

4 Death may our souls divide 

From these abodes of clay ; 
But love shall keep us near thy side 
Through all the gloomy way. 

5 Since Christ and we are one, 

Why should we doubt or fear ? 
If he in heaven hath fixM his tbrone. 
He'll fix his members there. 

HYMN 297. L. M. 
A.FFL1CTED saint, to Christ draw near, 
Thy Saviour's gracious promise hear : 
His faithful wonl declares to thee, 
That as thy days thy strength shall be. 

2 Let not thy heart despond and say, 
'^ How shall I stand the trying day ?'' 
He has engaged by firm decree, 
That as thy days thy strength shall be. 

S Thy faith is weak, thy foes are strong : 
And if the conflict should be lonf,^ 
Th/ l/ord will make the lempX^v ^^^ \ 
For as thy days thy 8tTeikg;i\k ?^ia5\ ^C3«t* 



4 Should persecution rage and flame, 
Still trust in thy Redeemer's name ; 
In fiery trials th(^u' shall see, 

That as thy days, thy strength shall be# 

5 When call'd to bear the weighty cross, 
Or sore afflictions, pain, or loss, 

Or de^p distress, or poverty, 

Still as thy days, thy strength shall be* 

6 When ghastly death appears in view, 
ChrisVs presence shall thy fears subdue : 
He comes to set thy spirit free. 

And as thy days thy strength shall be^ 

HYMN 298. C. M. 

IViY Gad, how cheerful is the sound ! 

How pleasant to repeat ! 
Well may that heart with pleasure bound. 

Where God hath fix'd his seat. 

2 What want shall not our Ood supply 

From his redundant stores ? 
What streams of mercy from on high 
An arm almighty pours ! 

3 From Christy the ever-living spring, 

These ample blessings flow : 
Prepare, my lips, his name to sing, 
Whose heart Jjas loy'd us so. 

4 Now to our Father and our Oodj 

Be endless glory eiv'n, 
. Through all the vei^m^ oi m^\^% A^odft^ 
And thro' the h\g):ie&V)aftaN^ti* 



_j^ HYMM 299. S.M. 

VV HILE my Redeemer's near, 

My shepherd and my guide, 
I bid farewell to anxious fear, 

My wants are all supplied. 

2 To ever-fragrant meads 

Where rich abundance grows. 
His gracious hand indulgent leads 
And guards my sweet repose. 

3 Along the lovely scene 

Cool waters gently roll, 
Transparent, sweet, and all serene, 
To cheer my fainting soul. 

4 Here let my spirit rest ; 

How sweet a lot is mine ! 
With pleasure, food and safety blest^ 
Beneficence divine ! 

5 Dear shepherd, if I stray, 

My wandering feet restore ; 
To ihy fair pastures guide my way, 
And let me rove no more. 

i Unworthy as I am. 

Of thy protecting care, 
Jesus, I plead thy glorious nam^, 
For all my hopes are there. 

HYMN 300. L. M. 

OrEAT Godj amid the darksome night, 
Thy glories dart upon my sieht. 
While, wrapt in wonder iV>^o\^ 
The silver moon and slats ol fjA^* 
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2 But when I see the sqn arise, 
And pour his glories o'er the skies, 
In more stupendous forms 1 view 
Thy greatness and thy goodness too. 

3 Thou Sun of suns, whose dazzling light 
Tries and confounds an angel's sight, 
How shall I glance mine eye at thee. 
In all thy vast immensity ? 

4 Yet I may be allowed to trace 
The distant shadow of thy face, 
As in the pale and sickly moon 
We trace the image of the sum 

5 In ev'ry work thy hands have made 
Thy power and wisdom are displayed : 
But O ! what glories all divine 

In my incarnate Saviour shine ! 

•6 He is my Sun, beneath his wings 
My soul securely sits and sings ; 
And there enjoys like those above, 
The balmy influence of thy love, 

7 O may the vital strength and heat 
His cheering beams communicate, 
• Enable me my course to run 
With the same vigour as the sun ! 

HYMN 301. P. M. 
J. HE Bible is justly esteem'd 

The glory supreme of the land, 
Which shows how a a\iiTies?«» t^A!fc^Ta?d^ 
And bVoughlto Ji^ao^ku'^vi^vXsswA^ 



With pleasure we freely confess 
The Bible all books does outshine, 

But Jesu9 fais person and gracei 
Affords it chat lustre divine. A 
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2 In every prophet iced book 

Where God his decrees hath unseaPdi 
With joy we behold as we look, 

Tiie wonderful Saviour reveal'd : 
His glories project to the eye, 

And prove it was not his design, 
Those glories concealed should lie, 

But there in full majesty shine. 

3 Thejirst gracious promise to man, 

A blessed prediction appears, > 
His work is the soul of the plan, 

And gives it the glory it wears. 
How cheering the truth must have been, 

That Jesus the promised seed, 
Should triumph o^er satan and sin, 

And hell in captivity lead ! 

4 The ancient Levitical Law 

Was prophecy after its kind, 
In types there thie faithful foresaw 

The Saviour that ransomed mankind. 
The Altars, the Lamb, and the Priest, 

The blood that was sprinkled of old, 
Had life when the people could taste 

The blessings those shadows foretold. 

5 Review each prophetical song^ 

Which shines in predicliotv^SiT\c\x\x^vcL^ 
The sweetest to Jesus be\oivg \ • 

4ttd point out his suffwiugi ^\^^ x€\^\ 



Sure David his harp never strung 

With more of true sacred delight, 
7han when of the Saviour he sung» 
'And he ivas reveaPd to his sight, 

« 

9 May Jesus^ more precious become — 

His word be a lamp to our feet, 
While we in this wilaerness roam, 

'Till brought in his presence to meet f 
Then, then will we gaze on thy face, 

Our Prophet, our Priest, and our King ; 
Recount all thy wonders of grace. 

Thy praises eternally sing. 

^ HYMN 302. L. M. 

X HE righteous Lord, supremely greasy 
Maintains his universal state ; 
O'er all the earth his power extends, 
All heaven before his footstool bends. 

S Yet justice still with power presides, 
And mercy all his empire guides ; 
Mercy and truth are his delight. 
And saints are lovely in his sight. 

3 No more, ye wise, youif ,#isdom boast. 
No more, ye strong, your valour trust ; 
No more, ye rich, survey your store, 
Elate with heaps of shining ore. 

4 Glory, ye saints in this alone, 

That (xody your God to you is known : 
Tibatyoo have owrfd\a% ^w^\^\^Tv%yiiayj^ 
Tkat yom have fell \u& ctiftcnu^xv^ * 



5 Our wisdom, wealth, and power we find, 
In one Jehovah all corobinM ; 

On him we fix our roving eye«, 
And all our souls in raptures rise. 

6 All else, which we our treasures call 
Mav in one fatal moment fall : 

But what their happiness can movei 
Whom God the blessed deigns to love? 

HYMN 303. C. »L 

xxLOUD we sing the wond^rous grace, 
Christ to his murderers bare 4 

Which make the torturing cross its throne, 
And hiing its trophies mere. 

a ^' Father, forgive,'^ his mercy cried, 
With his expiring breath, 
And drew eternal blessings down 
On those who wrought his death. 

S Jesus^ this wondrous love we sing, 
And whilst we sing admire; 
Breathe on our souls and kindle there, 
The same celestial fire. 

4 Sway'd by thy dear example, we 
For enemies will pray ; 
While love, their hatred, and their curse 
With blessings will repay. 

HYMN 304. C. M. 

jCxND can my heart aspire so high. 

To say, " My Father, God f" 
liord, at thy feet I fa'm woll\^^3ft) 
And learn to kiss the roA. 



S I would submit to all thy will, 
For thou art good and wise : 
Let evVy anxious thought be still. 
Nor one faint murmur rise* 

3 Thy love can cheer the darksome gloota^ 

And bid me wait serene ; 
Till hopes and joys immortal bloom. 
And brighten all the scene* 

4 " My father" — O permit my heart 

To plead her humble claim, 
And ask the bliss those words impart, 
In my Redeemer's name. 

HYMN 305. L. M. 

X HE wonders, Lord, thy love has wrougl 
Exceed our praise, surmount our thought; 
Should we attempt the long detail. 
Our speech would faint, our numbers faiU 



9 No blood of beasts on altars spilt. 
Can cleanse the souls of men from guilt; 
But thou hast set before our eyes 
An all-sufficient sacrifice, 

5 Lo ! thy beloved Son appears, 
To thy designs he bows his ears ; 
Assumes a body well preparM, 
And well performs a work so bard. 

4 " Behold, I come,'' the Saviour cries, 
With love and mercy in his eyes, - 
'' J come to bear l\ji Yv^av^ VawA 
W^QBs and do th^ mVVmj G^ 



9 " *Tis written in thy great decreciy 
*Tis in thy book foretold of me, 
I must fulfil the Saviour's part, 
And lo ! thy law is in my heart. 

6 ^' I'll magnify thy hdly law, 

And men from Satan's thraldom draw. 
When on my cross Pm lifted high, 
Or to my crown above the sky. 

7 '^ The Spirit shall descend, and shew 
What thou hast done, and what I do; 

And wond'ring worlds shall know thy grace^ 
Thy wisdom, and thy righteousness." 

p^ HYMN 306. S. M. 

JL HY name, Almighty Lord, 

Shall sound thro' distant lands, 
Great is thy grace, and sure thy wordj 

Thy truth for ever stands. 

2 Far be thine honour spread. 

And lopg thv praise endure, 
Till morning light, and ev'ning shade 
Shall be ezchang'd no more. 

^ HYMN 307. L. M- 

JliRE the wide heav'ns werestretcb%labroadA 
From everlasting was the Word ; 

With God he was, the word was Oojfl, 
And must divinely be ador'd. 

3 By his own power were all things made | 

By him supoorted all tbm|» %\tttL^\ 
He is the whole crefttioit?% ne»^ 
And BQgeh fly &t hit ^OfHMDWt^ 



3 But lo ! he takes a servant's forin/ 

The word descends and dwells in clay. 
That he may hold converse with worms, 
Cloth'd in such feeble flesh as they. 

4 Mortals with joy beheld his face, 

Th^ Almighty Father's only Son j 
How full of truth ! how full of grace ! 
When in him all the Godhead shone t 

5 Blest angels leave their high abode, 

To learn his wise designs, and tel} 
The love of our incarnate God, 
The glories of Immanuel. 

HYMN 308. L. M. 
X IS finish'd, our Immanuel cry'd. 
He bow'd bis head, and then he died. 
No room is left for worthless man 
To help God in his saving plan. 

2 Transgression's finish'd. — Grandly, lo I 
The peace is made. It must bfe so ; 
For Uod's own Son in blood expir'd, 
And answer'd all that God requir'd. 

3 Redemption-work is surely done ; 

For Jesus sits on heav'n's hieh throne : 
The Father rais'd bim from tne dead, 
O'er all his works made him the Head. 

4 Let all such inquiries then cease, 

^^ What shall we do to make our peace ?" 
The peace is made-— \!bft\AoQ& '\% %^ini^ 
The Son of God \i^% \e^ VSda ^f^^ 



5 For this grand work of divine love, 
Let us our gratitude stilli prove, 
By following Christ's righteousness, 
And walking in the paths of peace. 

^ HYMN 309. C. M. 

JLiET Christian faith and hope dispel 

The fears of guilt and wo ; 
The Lord Almighty is our friend, 

And who can prove a foe ? 

2 He who his Son, most dear and lov'd. 

Gave up for us to die, 
Shall he not all things freely give, 
That goodness can supply ? 

3 Behold the best, the greatest gift, 

Of everlasting love ! 
Behold the pledge of peace below. 
And perfect bliss above ! 

4 Where is the judge, who can condemn, 

Since God hath justified ? 
Who shall charge those with guilt or crime, 
For whom the Saviour died ? 

5 The Saviour died, but rose again 
' Triumphant from the grave ; 

And pleads our cause at God's right hand^ 
Omnipotent to save. 

6 Who, then, can e'er divide us more 

From Jesus and his love ? 
Or break the pow'rful cha\Tilt)a^\\ktA«i 
The earth to heaven above't 



f Let troubles rise, and terrors frown, 
And days of darkness fall ; 
Through him all dangers we^l defy, 
And more than conquer all. 

8 Nor death, nor life, nor earth, nor hel{| 
Nor time's destroying sway. 
Can e'er efface us from his heart, 
Or make his love decay. 

^ HYMN 310. C. M. 

X HERE is an house not made with hand 
Eternal, and on high, 
And here my spirit waiting stands, 
Till God shall bid it fly. 

2 Shtrtly this prison of my clay 

Must be dissolved and fall ; 
Then, O my soul, with joy obey 
Thy heav'nly Father's call. 

3 'Tis he, by his almighty grace, 

That forms thee fit for heav'n ; 
And as an earnest of that bliss, 
Hath his own Spirit giv'n. 

4 We walk by faith of joys to come, 

Faith lives upon his word ; 
But while the body is our home, 
We're absent from the Lord. 

5 'Tis pleasant to believe thy grace^ 

We long and pant to see ; 
We would be ab?»eT\\. Itom ^^ ^^*«»V . 
And pre8euX,liOtA,^VJDL^^^* 



HYMN 811. C. M. 

vM not asham'd to own uiy Lord, 

Or to defend his cause, 
Maintain the honour of his word, ' 

The glory of his cross. 

12 Jesus, my God, I know his name, 
His name is all my trust ; 
Nor will he put my soul to shame, 
Nor let my hope be lost. 

3 Firm as his throne his promise stands, 

And he can well secure 
What I've committed to his hands, 
Till the decisive hour. 

4 Then will he own my worthless name 

Before his Faiher's face, 
And in the new Jerusalem 
Appoint my soul a place. 

HYMN 312. C. M. 

jV[ OT to the terrors of the Lord, 
The tempest, fire, and smoke, 

Not -to the thunder of that word 
Which God on Sinai spoke : 

2 But we are come to Zion's bill, 

The city of our God, 
Where milder words declare his will, 
And spread his love abroad, 

3 Behold th' innumerable host 

Of angels clothM in UgJ\ll 
Behold thp spirits of l\«t jvislt^ 
Whose faith is lurtf A \.o %\^^^^- 



4 Behold the bless'd assembly there, 

Whose names are writ in heaven ! 
And God, the Judge of all, declares 
Their vilest sins forgiv'n. 

5 The saints on earth, and all the dead, 

But one communion make ; 
All join in Christ their living Head, 
And of his grace partake. 

6 In such society as this 

My weary soul would rest, 
The man that dwells where Jesus is 
Must be for ever blest. 

HYMN 313. P. M. 
Glory to God on high ! 
Let earth and skies reply ; 

Praise ye his name : 
Jesus our Lord adore, 
Who all our sorrows bore ; 
Sing aloud evermore, 

Worthy the Lamb. 

2 Those who surround the throne 
. Cheerfully join in one, 

Praising his name : 
To him their songs they bring, 
Hail him, their Lord and King, 
And without ceasing sing, 

Wortbtf the Lamb. 

3 You who bave fe\\. \\\^ VAood 
Sealing yout pe^c^ m\\x^^^ 



Praise y€ his name : 
•Tell what his arm hath done, 
What spoils from death he W009 
This be your boast alone, 

Iforthyihe Lamb. 

4 Let earth and heav'n above 
Dwell on his matchless love, 

Sounding his fame : 
To him ascribed be 
Honour and majesty, 
Through all eternity ; 
Worthy the Lamb. 

^ HYMN 314. L. M. 

JLlE who surveys the heart of man, 

Who testifies 'tis only ill, 
Would ne'er have form'd his saving plan, 

On aught depending on man's will. 

2 God, in his mercy^ purpos'd hath, 

^And God's salvation standeth sure) 
To bless all nations, and Christ's death 
Hath made their blessedness secure. 

3 Away with that redemption lame, 

Wnich with salvation is not crown'd ; 
I scorn the narrow-bounded scheme ; 
My soul abhors th' insipid sound. 

4 How vain that universal grace. 

Which doth no certain bliss bestow; 
Which leaves the whole of Adam's race 
Exposed to univers^A vro \ 



5 The grace of God in Jesus shown, 

Most sure salvation brings alo»g ; 
Salvation to our God alone. 

Of ev'ry tribe shall be the song. 

6 Who can by merit God prevent ? 

Let him stand forth for recompense : 
But, Lord, for ever, ever grant 
Preventing grace be my defence. 

7 Be that redemption mine for ay. 

Which from the dreadful curse doth free ^ 
That, with the whole redeemed, I may 
The praise of all ascribe to thee. 

HYMN 315. P.M. 

. t^UIET, Lord, my froward heart; 
Make me teachable and mild, 
Upright, simple, free from art. 
Make me as a weaned child : 
From distrust and envy free, 
PleasM with all that pleases thee. 

2 What thou shah to-day provide, 

Let me as a child receive ; 
What to-morrow may betide. 

Calmly to thy wisdom leave : 
'Tis enough that thou wilt care, 
Why should I the burden bear ? 

3 As a litde child relies 

On a care beyond his own ; 
Knows he's neither strong nor wise. 
Fears to sUr a ^l«\]i ?\otk^ \ 
Let me iViu* V\\5tvX\\^^>^^i 
As my Fatiiet, e^ai^^^^e»^^- 



4 Thus preserv'd from Satan's wiles, 
Safe from dangers, free from fears, 
May 1 live upon thy smiles, 
Till the promis'd hour appears, 
When the sons of God shall prove 
All their Father's boundless love* 

_ HYMN 316. L. M. 

JlE ACE, peace, my soul, thou need'st not fear, 
Thy great Provider still is near; 
Who fed till now, will feed thee still ; 
Be calm, resigned unto his will. 

2 The Lord, who built the earth and sky, 
Has past his word, nor can he He, 
Water and bread he'll give for food. 
With all things else which he sees good. 

3 He feeds the ravens when they cry. 
And shall his chiKlren lack supply ? 
He clothes the grass, and can his saints 
Suppose him deaf to their complaints ? 

4 He built our frame, with life endow'd; 
Gifts greater these than clothes and food : 
Our very hairs which are so small, 
With' minute care he numbers alU 

5 Then why our anxious carking care, 
What we shall eat, or drink, or wear ? 
Our heav'niy Father will us feed, 

He knows that all these things we need. 

6 Our chief concern be to possess • i 
God's kingdom and his nshleovxMi^^iakv \ 
What else we need we sVi2i\ t^cevse^ 

With Christ he'll all thiftg^ i3Wi\^ %^^^* 



4 Thus, trusting to his care, we'll find 
His peace shall keep our hearts and mind 
He who on God doth truly rest, 
Must be content, serene, and blest. 

HYMN 317. C. M. 

JL HERE is a land of pure delight, 
Where saints in glory reign ; 

Infinite day excludes the night, 
And pleasures banish pain. 

t2 Delightful land ! could our weak eyes, 
But half its charms explore. 
How would our spirits long to rise. 
And dwell on earth no more ! 

3 There pain and sickness never come, 

And grief no plac.e obtains ; 
Health triumphs in immortal bloom. 
And endless pleasure reigns ! 

4 No cloud those blissful regions know, 

For ever bright and fair I 
For sin, the source of ev'ry wo, 
Can never enter there. 

5 There no alternate nieht is known, 

Nor sun's faint sickly ray ; 
But glory from the sacred thronci 
Spreads everlasting day. 

HYMN 318. L. M. 

W E search thy glorious word, O God^ 
'Tis for our V\^\. ^ivdi ^v&axtf:.^ ^w'lx ; 
It sbedB a lustre ^W ifejto^.^, ^ ^ 

ilad points iVie ^^\» >a>Mft ^^\««s 



2 It fills the soul with sweet delight, 

And quickens its inactive powers ; 
It sets our wandering footsteps right, 
Displays thy love, and kindles ours* 

3 Its promises rejoice the heart, 

Its doctrines are divinely true ; 
Knowledge and pleasure-it imparts, 
It comforts and instructs us too. 

4 Ye saints, who feel its saving power, 

Unite your tongues to praise the Lord, 
And hisdistinguish'd grace adore, 

That makes you know and love his word. 

^ HYMN 319. CM. 

IvINDare the words that Jesus speaks 

To cheer the drooping saint ; 
" My grace suflBcient is for thee, 

Though thou art weak and faint. 

2 « ]jjy grace its riches shall display, 

And make thy griefs remove ; 
Thy weakness shall the triumphs tell 
Of boundless power and love." 

3 What though my griefs are not remov'd, 

Yet why should I despair ? 
While my kind Saviour's arms support, 
I can the burden bear. 

4 Jesus, my Saviour, and my Lord, 

'Tis good to trust Ihy name : 
Thy power, thy faithfulness, ^tAX^n^n 
Will ever be the same. 



6 Weak as I am, yet through thy grace, 
I all things can porform ; 
And smiling, triumph in thy name, 
Amid the raging storm. 

^ HYMN 320. C. M. 

iVl Y God, how cheering is the sound ! 

How pleasant to repeat! 
Well may that heart with pleasure bound 

Where God hath fix'd his seat ! 

2 What wants shall not our God supply 

From his redundant stores ? 
What streams of mercy from on high 
An arm almighty pours ! 

3 From Christ, the ever-living spring, 

These ample blessings flow : 
Prepare, my lips, his name to sing, 
Whose heart has lov'd us so. 

4 Nbw to our Father and our God, 

Be endless glory given. 
Through all the realms of man's abode, 
And through the highest heaven. 

^ HYMN 321. CM. 
feAVIOUR of men, and Lord of love, 

How sweet thy gracious name ! 
With joy that errand we review. 

On which Messiah came. 

2 While all thy own atigelic bands 
Stood waiuue ow \&j& Vvcv^> 
Charmed wilVi lue Wwqmk vci ^^^ 
Their greal eVeiu^X Yatv^s 



3 For us, mean, wretched, sinful men, 

Thou laidst that glory by ; 
First in our mortal flesh to serve. 
Then in that flesh to die. 

4 Bought with thy service and thy blood, 

We doubly, Lord, are thine ; 
To thee our lives we would devote, 
To thee our all resign. 



N( 



HYMN 322. L. M. 

OW let us raise our cheerful strains. 
And join the blissful choir above : 
There our exalted Saviour reigns, 

And there they sing his wondrous love* 

2 While seraphs tune th' immortal song, 

O may w^ feel the sacred flame ; 
And evVy heart and ev'ry tongue 
Adore the Saviour's glorious name ! 

3 Jesus, who once upon the tree 

In agonizing pains expirM , 
Who died for rebels — yes^ 'tis he ! 
How bright ! how lovely ! how admir'd 

4 Jesus, who died that we might live, 

Died in the wretched traitor's place f-^ 
O what returns can mortals give, 
For such immeasurable grace ? 

5 Were universal nature ours, 

And art with all her boasted store \ 
Nature ark] art with aU lW\t \io^e\^> 
Would still confess lYie ofietvw^ ^j^^'^N 



6 Yet though for bounty so divine ! 
We ne'er can equal honours raise, 
Jesus, may al! our hearts be thine, 
And all our tongues proclaim thy praise ! 

HYMN S^. P. M. 

On earth the song begins, 

In heav'n more sweet and loud. 
To him that drowns our sins 
In his atoning blood : 
To him they cry in rapt'rous strain, 
" Be honour, praise, and pow'r— Amen," 

2 Ye saints on earth repeat 

What heav'n with rapture owns, 
And while before his feet 

The elders cast their crowns, 
Go imitate the choirs above, • 
And tell the world your Saviour's love. 

3 Sing as ye pass along, 

With joy and wonder sing, 
Till others learn the song, 

And own your Lord their King : 
Till converts join you as ye go, 
And make a growing heav'n oelow. 

4 Inform the list'ning world 

How Jesus, when he fell, 
The pow'rs of darkness huri'd 
Down to the depths of hell: 
And, rising, bore the rescu'd prize, 
His church, \u inxica^VL \}a£Q\SL^faL the skies. 



5 Alone he took the field, 

Alone the battle fought ; 
With his own sword and shield 

The mighty work he wrought. 
The mighty work was all his own, 
And let him ever wear the crown. 

6 Our feeble minds are lost 

Beneath the lofty strain ; 
But Jordan's billows crost, 

We'll catch the sound again : 
In praise assist the heav'nly choir, 
Nor ever stop, nor ever tire. 

HYMN 324. C. M. 

JL HRICE happy souls, who born from heav'n, 

While yet they sojourn here. 
Humbly begin their days with God, 

And spend them in his fear. 

2 So may our eyes with holy zeal 

Prevent the dawning day ; 
And turn the sacred pages o'er, 
And praise thy name and pray ! 

3 Midst hourly cares may love present 

Its incense to thy throne ; 
And, while the world our hands employs, 
Our hearts be thine alone j 

4 As sanctified to noblest ends. 

Be each refreshment sought ; 
And by each various provi^^xvc^ 
Some wise instruction brou^O. 



5 When to laborious duties calPd, 

Or by temptations tri^d, 
We'll seek the shelter of thy wings; 
And in thy strength confide. 

6 As diflferent scenes of life arise, 

Our grateful hearts would be 
With thee, amidst the social band, 
In solitude with thee. 

7 At night we lean our weary heads 

On thy paternal breast ; 
And safely folded in thine arms, 
Resign our powers to rest. 

8 In solid pure delights, like these, 

Let all my days be past ; 
Nor shall I then impatient wish, 
Nor shall I fear the last. 

^ HYMN 325. L. M. 

(jrOD is the refuge of his saints, 

When storms of «harp distress invade ; 
Ere we can ofier our complaints, 

Behold him present with his aid. 

2 Let mountains from their seats be hurl'd 

Down to the deep, and buried there : 
Convulsions shake this solid world, 
Our faith shall never yield to fear» 

3 Loud may the troubled ocean roar, 

In sacred peace o\v: &qu1s abide ; 
While every nalvoxi^ esex^ ^Qt^^ 
Twmblea, and Atc^^ ^"^ v«^VM4,>Qiji 



4 There is a stream whose gentle flow 

Supplies the city of our God ; 
Life, love, and joy, still flowing through. 
And watering our divine abode. 

5 That sacred stream, thine holy word, 

That all our raging fear controls ; 
Sweet peace thy promises afford. 
And give new strength to fainting souls. 

6 Zion enjoys her Sovereign's love, 

Secure against a threatening hour ; 
Nov can her firm foundation move, 

Built on his truth, and armM with power« 

^ HYMN 326. L. M. 

Vj LOVE ! beyond conception great. 

That forro'd the vast stupendous plan, 
Where all divine perfections meet. 

To reconcile rebellious man. 

2 There wisdom shines in fullest blaze, 

And justice all her right maintains ; 
Astonished angels stoop to gaze. 
While mercy o'er the guilty reigns. 

3 Yes, mercy reigns, and justice too, 

In Christ they both harmonious meet ; 
He paid to justice all its due, 
And now he fills the mercy-seat. 

4 Such are the wonders of our God, 

And the amazing depths of grace : 
'^[ To save from wrath's vindiclvv€i xtA^ 
I/- The chosen sons oi M^xiO ^ \^c^* 



HYMN 327. L. M, 
ijrREAT source of all the eternal gracet 
That saints shall know, or seraphs trace; 
Thee we'll attempi in songs to praise, 
For acts of grace in ancient days. 

2 Long ere the day that Adam fell, 
The covenant stood in all things well 5 
Grace had securVJ in Jesus then, 
Millions unXold of chosen men. 

5 By grace their names were all enrolPd, 
As chosen sheep within its fold : 

'Tis grace secures their standing there, 
In lines of love divinely fair. 

4 By grace their crimes were all remov'd, 
When Je>us bled for those he lov'd ; 
That awful, black, infernal score, 
Sunk in the deep, to rise no more. 

6 'Twas all of grace, from first to last, 
The deed was done, the pardon past 5 
Secure in Christ were all its heirs, 
The curse was his, the pardon theirs. 

HYMN 328. P. M. 

vJH ! love divine, how sweet thou art ! 
When shall 1 find siiy wandering heart 

All taken up in thee ? 
O may I daily live to [)rove 
The sweetness of red' nminglove, 

The love of Chr\^\.Vo \xv^% 



2 God only knows the love of God ; 

may it now be shed abroad, 
To cheer my fainting heart : 

1 want to feel that love divine ; 

This heavenly portion, Lord, be mine ; 
Be mine this belter part. 

3 O that I could for ever sit, 

With Mary, at the Master's feet ! 

Be this my happy choice : 
My only care, delight, and bliss, 
Myjoy, my heaven on earth be this, 

Tx) hear the Bridegroom's voice. 

4 O that I might with happy John 
Recline my weary head upon 

The dear Redeemer's breast ! 
From care, and fear, and sorrow free. 
Give me, O Lord, to find in thee 

My everlasting rest. 

HYMN 329. P. M. 
A FULNESS resides 
In Jesus our head, 
And ever abides 
To answer our need : 
The Father's good pleasure 
Has laid up in store 
A plentiful treasure 
To give to the poor. 

2 Whate'er be our wants, 
We need not to fear, 
Our num'rous complavwta 
He always dotb beat \ 



His fulness shall yield us 
Abundant supplies, 
His power shall shield us 
When dangers arise. 

3 The fountain overflows 
Our woes to redress ; 
Still more he bestows, 
And grace upon grace : 
His gifts in abundance 
We daily receive ; 

He has a redundance 
For all who believe. 

4 Whatever distress 
Awaits us below, 
Such plentiful grace 
Will Jesus bestow, 

As still shall support us, 
And silence our (ear ; 
For nothing can hurt us, 
He always is near. 

5 When troubles attend. 
Or danger or strife. 
His love will defend 
And i2;uard us through life : 
And when we are fainting 
And ready to die, 
Whatever is wanting 

His hand will stipply. 



^ HYMN 330. C. M. 

CjO search the Scriptures," saith our Lord, 

*' They testify of me; 
*Tis truth's eternal great record, 

From every error free. 

2 " There my eternal God-head shines 

With bright refulgent rays ; 
There beams Jehovah's great designs 
From everlasting days. 

3 " There the great gospel scheme behold. 

Chief of the works of God, 
Replete with grace, and love untold, 
And pardon in my blood. 

4 " There's armour for the trying day, 

Both shield and helmet too ; 
And grace, the fainting soul to stay, 
And always something new." 

5 O may the Spirit's influence sweet, 

Shine on the glorious whole ; 
Its precepts guide my roving feet, 
And promise feast my soul. 

6 Let Revelation's glory shine, 

And spread from sea to sea : 
Till reason stoops to faith divine, 
Alrfb owns her sovereign sway. 

HYMN 331. L. M. 

X HOU only Sovereign of my heart. 
My Refuge, my Almighty Ftvewd^ 
And can my soul from luee de]att:cX^ 
On whom alone my \iope^ ofc^^'^^'^' 



2 Whither, ah ! whither shall I go ? 

A wretched wanderer from my Lord ; 
Can this dai-k world of sin and wo 
One glimpse of happiness afford ? 

3 Eternal life thy words impart, 

On these my fainting spirit lives; 
Here sweeter comforts cheer my heart 
Than all the round of nature gives. 

4 Let earth's alluring joys combine, 

As thou art near, in vciin they call ; 
One smile, one blissful smile of thine, 
My dearest Lord, outweighs them alL 

5 Thy name my inmost powers adore, 

Thou art ray life, my joy, my care ; 
Depart from thee — 'tis death — 'tis more^. 
'Tis endless ruin, deep despair! 

6 Low at thy feet my soul would lie, 

Still safety dwells, and peace divine; 
Here I would live beneath thine eye, 
For life, eternal life is thine. 

HYMN 332. C. M. 
JL ILL God the sinner's mind illume, 
'Tis dark as night within ; 
Like Lazarus in the dreary tomb, ^ 
Bound hand and foot by sin. 

2 In tenfold shades of night they dwell. 
Without a lucid ray. 
Yet boast of poviev VoX^vi^ ^^Yt^^U^ 
The prccepi lo o\>ei^ • 



3 But they shalJ hear the joyful sound, 

When God designs it so ; ' ' 

Grace shall beyond their sins abound, 
" Loose him, and let him go." 

4 He stands accepted in his name, 

Whose blood for him did flow ; 
The holy law proclaims the same ; 
" Loose him, and let him go." 

5 Thus gospel, law, and justice too, 

Conspire to set him fr^e : 
Reflect, my soul, admire and view 
What God hath done for thee. 

HYMN S3S. L. M. 
J ESUS, my all, to heaven is gone. 
He that I place my hopes upon ; 
His track I see — and I'll pursue 
The narrow way, till him I view. 

2 This is the way I long have sought, 
And mournM because I found it not ; 
My grief my burthen long has been, 
Because I could not cease from sin. 

3 The more I strove against its power, 
I sinn'd and stumbled but the more : 
Till late I heard my Saviour say, 

" Come hither, soul, for I'm the way." 

4 Lo, glad 1 come ; and thou, dear Lamb, 
Wilt take me to thee as I am : 
Nothing but sin I thee ca!\ %we^ 
Nothing but Jove do I receive* 



5 V\l tell to all poor sinners round, 
What a dear oavioulr I have found ; 
I'll point to thy redeeming blood, 
And say, " Behold the way to God." 

^ HYMN 334. C. M. 

J. HE glorious Gospel of our God 
Is joyful news from heaven ; 

Salvation free, in Jesu's blood. 
And life eternal given* 

2 'Tis not the GospePs joyful sound 

That legal men declare, 
When Sinai's terrors they confound 
With Zion's beauties fair. 

3 He needs no creature power, or skill, 

His finish'd work to mend ; 
But works his own eternal will 
As wisdom did intend. 

4 If 'tis of works, and not of grace, 

No crown shall mortals have ; 
For all the good of Adam's race, 
A single soul can't save. 

5 To God the Father's love divine, 

The Spirit, and the Son, 
May everlasting honours shine, 
While years eternal run. 

HYMN SS5. L. M. 

u ESUS " is precious," says the word ; 

What comfoTl doe^ vViAVVYvsJ^i^^vkdl 
And those wbo \i\\\vsvv'^m^>Q^\^N^^ 
With joy tins pxeciow^ vcmvVw^^^w^. 



2 Not health, nor wealth, nor sounding fame^ 
Nor earth's deceitful, empty name, 

With all its pomp, and all its glire, . <« 

Can with a precious Christ coinpare* 

3 In every oflSce he sustains, 
In every victory he gains, 
In every counsel of his will, 
He's precious to his people still. 

4 In every trial by the way. 

In every dark and stormy day, 

In bU their sorrows and complaints, 

He's precious still to all his saints. 

5 As they draw near their journey's end. 
How precious is their heavenly friend ! 
And when in death they bow their head, ' 
He's precious on a dying bed. 

.6 This sleeping dust shall one day rise 
All-glorious to their wondering eyes ; 
At his right hand they shall appear, 
A precious Christ shall bless them there» 

7 Among them, Lord, may I be found. 
And with thy precious mercy crown'd; 
Join the sweet song, and there adore 
A precious Christ for evermore. 

^ HYMN 336. L. M. 

vJN Zion's glorious summit stood 
A numerous host, redeem'd by blood ; 
They prais'd their Kir\g\i\ ?i\x^vv\?k &:sl\\>fc\ 
I beard the song, and sU'ove Vo y^vcw* 



2 Here all who suffered sword or flame, 
For truth, or Jesu's lovely name, 
Shout victory pow, and hail the Lamb, 
And bow before the great I AM. 

3 While everlasting ages roll, 
Eternal love shall feast their soul. 
And scenes of bliss for ever new. 
Rise in succession to their view* 

4 Here Mary and Manasseh view, 
The dying thief, and Abraham too ; 
With equal love their spirits flame. 

The same their joy, their song the same. 

5 O sweet employ ! to sing and trace 

The amazing heights and depths of grace : 
Enjoy, from sin and sorrow free, 
A blissful, vast eternity. 

6 O what a sweet exalted song, 
When every tribe, and every tongue, 
Redeemed by blood, with Christ appear, 
And join in one full chorus there. 

7 My soul anticipates the day. 

Would stretch her wings and soar away, 
To aid the song, a palm to bear. 
And bow, the chief of sinners there. 

HYMN 337. L. M. 
1 COME," the great Redeemer cries, 
" A year of freedom to declare, 
From debts and ^oonAsi^e Vo SSAOoax^^ 
And Jews audGte^>L^<j»\Bpw:fti5wi^^fit«s 



2 A day of vengeance I proclaim, 

But not on man the storm shall fall ; 
On me its thunder shall descend, 
My strength, my love sustain them all/' 

3 Stupendous favour ! matchless grace ! 

Jesus has died that we might live : 
Not worlds below, nor worlds above, 
Could so divine a ransom give. 

4 To him, who lov'd our ruin'd race, 

And for our lives laid down his own, 
Let songs of joyful praises rise. 
Sublime eternal as his throne. 

^,^ HYMN 338. P. M. 

W HEN elements and time will fade, 
(What wisest architects have made) 

Mould'ring to whence it came ; 
God's building ever shall endure. 
In all things order'd well and sure, 

Christ always is the same. 

2 When we the inside work survey. 
What grandeur does the whole display ! 

How glorious ev'ry part! 
Earth's beauties all are far too mean, 
To point out what's in Jesus seen, 

When he attracts the heart. 

3 Foundation, Christ, and head stone too, 
The Alpha and Omega thou, 

Of this the house of God ; 

2A 



A lively stone, on thee Pm built; 
And wash'd from all my dreadful guilt, 
In thine atoning blood. 

^ HYMN 339. P. M. 
W ONDERFUL thv name we call, 

And wonderful thou art ! 
We in spirit, prostrate fall, 

And hail thy wounded heart ! 
Thou hast us redeem'd to God, 

From ev'ry nation, kindred, tongue ; 
Thou hast wash'd us in thy blood; 

And taught us the new song* 

2 Jesus only is the Lord, 

He only holy is ; 
Jesus is by us ador'd, 

He is our perfect bliss ; 
We in him, and he in us, 

Thro^ all his wounds, and de^jlh, and bio 
In one body on the cross 

Were perfected to God. 

3 Thou, O Christ, in Zion prais'd, 

Whom we our Saviour call, 
In the Godhead's glory raisM 

Above the hea\ens all : 
Thee we hail, thou Prince of heav'n ! 

'Tis thee we hail, thou faithful heart t 
Thou thyself to us hast giv'n ! 

All hail our better part ! 

4 Worthy is the holy Lamb, 

Pre-emineivc^ \^ ^\\*tv\ 
Greatly glorious \^ u\s tsaxna. 
Above the ViVj^e^v.Vi^^^'*^^' 



Yet he names on us his name, 

And boldly owns the brotherhood ; 

Calls us brethren without shame, 
And us presents to God. 

HYMN 340. L. M. 

J\ O more, dear Saviour, will I boast 
Of beauty, wealth, or loud applause: 

The world hath all its glories lost, 
Amid the triumphs of thy cross* 

2 In ev'ry feature of thy face, 

Beauty her fairest charms displays ; 
Truth, wisdom, majesty and grace 

Shine thence in sweetly mingled rays. . 

3 Thy wealth, the pow'r of thought transcends 

'Tis vast, immense and all divine : 
Thine empire. Lord, o'er worlds extends 5 
The sBn, the moon, the stars are thine. 

4 Yet, (O how marvellous the sight !) 

I see thee on a cross expire ; 
Thy Godhead veiPd in sable night ; 
And angels from the scene retire. 

5 But, why from these sad scenes retreat ? '. . 

Why with your wings your faces hide? 
He ne'er appeared so good, so great, 
As when he bow'd his head and died. 

6 The indignation of a God 

On him avenging justice hurUd*. 
Benf3ih the weight he fvniA^ ^\acA« 
And nobly savM a fe\V\i\^ v«ci\\^* 



7 These triumphs of stupendous grace 
Surprise, rejoice and melt my heart ; 
Lord, at thy cross I stand and gaze, 
Nor would 1 ever thence depart ! 

HYMN 341. L. M. 

W E now arise, the light is come, 
The glory of the Lord appears ; 

No more in darkness may we roam, 
ExposM to guilt and many fears, 

2 The day spring, glorious from on high, 

Beams forth in brightness all divine ; 
Our nightly fears and troubles die, 
Whilst we in perfect beauty shine. 

3 The Godhead's glory rising bright 

On us, in Christ, the heav'nly man, 
Declares us perfect in his sight. 
Whilst we admire the gracious plan. 

4 Whatever we lost, we here regain ; 

The end of all our toil is come ; 
Nor sin, nor curse, doth here remain ; 
We rest in God our native home. 

6 There in our nature greatly bless'd, 

And purg'd from ev'ry ill through blood, 
Our conscience finds eternal rest. 
And answers peacefully to God. 

HYMN 342. L. M. 
Jl is finished, cry'd the Lamb of God ; 
Then died to sel\\\^ c\vMt^x^ S.\^^\ 
Salvation's fimsVd, eT\e%\vv^>W% 
Oi that dear U3Lm\iNq\io^\^^^^^^^- 



2 Down through the shades of death he goes, 

His enemies all conquer'd flee ; 
Triumphant over all his foes ; 

O ! that dear Lamb did all for me* 

3 With warrior's scars, deep wounds and blood, 

Raised from the dead, again 1 see 
My everlasting Lord and God, 
That dearest Lamb, who died for me. 

4 O ! worthy Lamb, I'll thee adore ! 

LetAdam's offspring all agree 
To praise the Lamb, who dies no more, 
But lives to bless both them and me. 

. -M^MN 3A3. L. M. 

-tLS we a(J9an<ffe in wisdom's ways 
Thy love demands new songs of praise ; 
Our pleasures, joys-, and hopes increase, 
And all within is settled peace. 

2 Our foes with weaker pow'r assail ; 
With strength increasing we prevail! 
Above our ev'ry tempter rise, 

And press with ze'Sil towards the skies. 

3 Look we at death? '(is with delight; 
A gentle sleep, and short the night ; 
Angels support the feeble head, 

Our souls have nothing here to dread. 

4 Think we of judgment ? happy day I 
Joyful the summons we obey ; 

It is to meet the God we \o\e^ 

And take our glorious cto^t:i& ^qn%* 



5 Transporting thought ! celestial state ! 
For this we live, for this we wait ; 
And while we take the happy road, 
Our songs of praise ascend to God. 

HYMN 344. C. M. 

JDEFORE the rosy dawn of day, 
To thee, my God, I'll sinff ; 

Awake my soft and tuneful lyre, 
Awake each charming string. 

2 Awake, and let thy flowing strains 

Glide through the midnight air, 
While high amidst the silent orbs 
The silver moon rolls clear: 

3 While aH the glitt'ring, starry lamps 

Are lighted in the sky ; 
And set their Maker's greatness forth 
To thy admiring eye ; 

4 Awake, my soft and tuneful lyre, 

Awake each charming string ; 
Before the rosy dawn of day, 
To thee, my God, I'll sing. 

5 Thou, round the heav'nly arch dost draw 

A vast and sable veil ; 
Which all dbe beauties of the world 
From mortal eyes conceal. 

6 Again the sky with golden beams. 

Thy skilful hands adorn ; 
And paint) wiOi cVkeett>a\ ^"^^tiA^^xa ^^^ 



7 And as the gloomy night returns^ 

Or smiling day renews ; 
Thy constant goodness still my soul 
With benefit pursues. 

8 For this, I'll midnight vows tp thee 

With earJy incense bring : 
And ere the rosy dawn of day. 
Thy lofty praises sing, 

. HYMN 345. L. M. 

A.ND is this- heav'n ! and am 1 there ! 

How short the road ! how swift the flight ! 
I am all life, all eye, all ear ; 

Jesus is here — my souPs delight. 

2 Is this the heav'nly Friend who hung 

In blood and anguish on the tree. 
Whom Paul proclaimed, whom David sung, 
Who died for them, who died for me ? 

3 How fair, thou Offspring of my God! 

Thou first-born Image of his face ! 

Thy death procured this bless'd abode, 

Thy vital beams adorn the place. 

4 Lo ! he presents me at the throtie 

AH spotless ; there the Godhead reigns 
Sublime and peaceful through the Son : 
Awake, my voice, in heavenly strains.. 

HYMN 346. L. M. V 

XXS all men once in Adam fell 

From life, from heav'n, to deatk^dvd^^\k.\ 

E'en BO are all men now resloT^d 

To life, to A^av'n, ia ChxialvYvwjP \iS>x^ 



2 As Adam comprehended all, 
In his obedience, and his fall : 
So, in himself, his toil and pain, 
Christ comprehended all again. 

3 In Adam doom'd to punishment 
For sin which had not our consent : 
So Christ, without our choice or aid, 
Annuird our crimes, our debts all paid. 

4 The method of redeeming grace. 
Highest in dignity and place. 

First claims our wonder, love, and praise, 
And joy in Jesus all our days. 

^ 'Tis free, we neither ran nor fought; 
'Tis free, it cost us not a thought : 
'Tis free, the gift is from above. 
And worthy of the God of love. 

6 Nor is the gift of God confin'd ; 
'Tis freely giv'n to all mankind : 
As true to who have not believ'd, 
As such who have the gift received. 

7 In Christ, where grace and peace abound, 
The balm is equal to the wound : 

In Christ, salvation's wrought for all. 
Who were involv'd in Adam's fall. 

HYMN 347. P. M. • 

IVlY life's a shade, my days 

Apace to death decline ; 
My Lord is Ufe^ heMl raise 

My dust agaiTv, e'^ ^tv mvci^ \\ 
^weet inilVv to Txve,\ AiA\^Vv^'» 



2 My peaceful grave shall keep 

Mv bones till that sweet day 
I wake from my long sleep, 
And leave my bed of clay. 
Sweet truth, &c. 

3 My Lord his angels shall 

Their golden trumpets sound; 
At whose most welcome call 
My grave shall be unbound* 
Sweet truth, &c« 

4 I said some time with tears, 

" Ah me, Pm loath to die !'* 
Lord, silence thou those fears. 
My life's with thee on high. 
Sweet truth, &c. 

J What means my trembling heart, 
To be thus shy of death ?^ 
My life and I shanH part, 
Though I resign my breath. 
Sweet truth, &c. 

6 Then welcome, harmless death ; 
By thee to heav'n I'll go ; 
My Lord his death shall ^ave 
Me from the shades beldir* 
Sweet truth, &c« 

HYMN 348. L.^. 

OEE mercy, mercy from on high, 
Descends to rebels doom'd to dv^\ 
^Tis mercy free which kuow^ nt^XiOWLtA^ 
How grand, how gladsome U tiaa »o«v\^^^- 



2 Soon as the reign of sin began, 
The light of mercy dawn'd on man, 
When God announced the early news, 

" The woman's seed thy head shall bruise 

3 Brightly it beam'd on men forlorn, 
When Christ, the holy Child, was bom ; 
And in its fullest splendour shone. 
When Jesus dying, cried, " 'Tis done.'' 

4 It triumphed when from death he rose 
And broke the power of all his foes ; 
And since he took his seat on high, 
Now mercy reigns eternally. 

5 Till we shall join the happy throng, 
This mercy shall be still our song; 
And ev'ry scheme shall God confound. 
Of such as strive its course to bound ! 

HYMN 349. C. M. 

O HAPPY they who know the Lord, 
With whom he deigns to dwell ! 

He feeds and cheers them by his word, 
His arm supports them well. 

2 To them in each distressing hour, 

His throne of grace is near ; 
And, when they plead his love and pow'r, 
He stands engagM to hear. 

3 He helpM his saints in ancient days. 

Who IrusledbVu liv^w^ime \ 
And we cau mVjixe^^^ \.o\iv& ^t^v^^^ 
His love \s «.V\\\ xXva ^^3^^* 



I WandVing in sin, our souls he found, 
And bade us seek his face ; 
Gave us to hear the gospel-sound, 
And taste the gospel-grace* 

^ Oft in his house his glory shines 
Before our wond'ring eyes ; 
We wish not then for golden mines. 
Or aught beneath the skies* 

6 His presence sweetei);s all our cares. 

And makes our burdens light : 

A word from him dispels our fears^ 

And gilds the gloom of night. 

7 Lord, we expect to suffer here, 

Nor would we dare repine : 
But give us still to find thee near, 
And own us still for thine. 

8 Let us enjoy, and highly prize 

These tokens of thy love. 
Till thou shah bid our spirits rise, 
To worship thee above. 

HYMN 350. C. M* 

J^IFT up to God the voice of praia^ 
Whose breath our souls inspired j ^y^'^ 

Loud and more loud the anthem raiAi^ . 
With grateful ardour firM ! 

2 Lift up to God the voice of praise^ 
Whose tender care sustains 
Our feeble frame, encom\3as&M to^xs^ 
With death's unnumbetM V^Vi2A% 



3 Lifit up to God the voice of praise. 

Whose goodness, passing thought. 
Loads evVy minute as it flies, 
With benefits unsought ! 

4 Lift up to God the voice of praise, 

From whom salvation flows ; 
Who sent his Son our souls to save 
From everlasting woes ! 

5 Lift up to God the voice of praise. 

For hope^s transporting ray, 
That lights through darkest snades of deatli 
To realms of endless day. 

^ HYMN 351. C. M. 

vJNE glance of thine, eternal Lord, 

Pierces all nature through ; 
Not heaven, nor earth, nor hell afford 

A shelter from thy view. 

2 The mighty whole, each smaller part. 

At once before thee lies ; 
And ev'ry thought of ev'ry heart 
Is open to thine eyes. 

3 Though gready from myself concealed. 

Thou seest my inward frame ; 
To thee I always stand reveaPd 
Exactly as 1 am. 

4 Since therefore I can hardly bear 

What in myself I see, 
How vile andbWkm\x%v.V%3ga^ar^ 
Most Jboly God, lo x^otftft^ 



6 But since my Saviour stands between 
In garments dy'd in blood, 
'Tis he, the righteous One, is seen, 
When I approach to God, 

6 Thus, though a sinner, I am safe : 

He pleads before the throne 
His life and death in my behalf, 
And calls my sins his own. 

7 What wond'rous love, what matchless grace^ 

• In this appointment shine ! 
My breaches of the law are his. 
And his obedience mine, 

HYMN 352. L. M. 

-A.S when the weary traveller gains 
The height of some overlooking hill, 

His heart revives, if cross the plams 
He eyes his home, though distarit still. 

2 While he surveys the much lov'd spot. 

He slights the space that lies between ; 
His past fatigues are now forgot. 
Because his journey's end is seSn. 

3 Thus when the Christian pilgrim views 

By faith bis mansion in the skies, 
The sight his fainting strength renews. 
And wings his speed to reach the prize* 

4 The thought of home his spirit cheers. 

No more he grieves for troubles past i 
Nor any future trial fears, 
So be may safe arrive a\ VmX« 
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5 'Tis there, he says, I am to dwell 
With Jesus in the reahns of day, 
Then I shnll bid my cares farewell, 
And he will wipe my tears away. 

% Jesus, on thee our hope depends 
To lead us on to thine abode ; 
Assur'd our hope will make amends 
For all our toil while on the road. 

HYMN 353. S. M. 
Jl EACE, all the sorrows of the heart. 

And all my tears be dry : 
That Christian ne'er can be forlorn, 

Who views his Saviour nigh. 

2 " Let not your bosoms throb, (he says) 
" Nor be your souls afraid ! 
" Trust ye in God's almighty name, 
" And trust your Saviour's aid. 

8 " Fair mansions in my Father's house 
" For all his children wait ; 
" And I, your elder brother, go 
" To open wide the gate. 

4 " And if I thither go before, 

" A dwelling to prepare, 
" I surely will return again, 
" That I may fix you there. 

5 " United in eternal love, 

" My chosen shall remain, 
" And with reio\cAM\ifc^T\^^'5J\^V^Kc 
« The houout^ o\ m>j x^\^r 



.;^ 



6 Yes, Lord, thy gracious words we hear. 
And cordial joys ihoy bring ; 
Frail nature may extort a groan, 
But faith shall learn to sing* 

HYMN 354. C. M. 

felNG, ye redeemed of the Lord, 

Your great deliverer sing, 
Pilgrims for Zion's city bound, 

Be joyful in your King.^ 

2 See the fair way his hand hath raisM, 

How holy and how plain ! 
Nor shall the simplest travelers err, 
Nor ask the track in vain. 

3 No ravening lion shall destroy, 

Nor lurking serpent wound : 
Pleasure and safety, peace and praise, 
Through all the path are found* 

4 A band divine shall lead vou on 

Through all the blissful road, 
Till to the sacred mount you rise. 
And see your faithful God. 

HYMN 355. C. M. 

Jb AITH adds new charms to earthly blifi5) 
And saves me from its snares ; 

Its aid in ev'ry duty brings, 
And softens all my cares : 

2 Extinguishes the thirst of sin, 
And lights the sacred fire 
Of Jove to God and heav^nV^ \!bLAXi^^ 
And feeds the pure dea\re. 



3 The wounded conscience knows its powV 

The healing balm to give : 
That balm ihe saddest heart can cheer^ 
And make the dying live. 

4 Wide it unveils celestial worlds, 

Where deathless pleasures reign ; 
And bids me seek my portion there. 
Nor bids me seek in vain : 

5 Shows me the precious promise, seai'd 

With the Redeemer's blood ; 
And helps my feeble hope to rest 
Upon a faithful God. 

6 There, there unshaken would I rest. 

Till this vile body dies ; 
And then on faith's triumphant wings. 
At once to glory rise. 

HYMN 356. C. M. 
i^EAL is that pure and heav'nly flame 

The fire of love supplies ; 
But that which often bears the name, 

Is self in a disguise* 

2 True zeal is merciful and mild, 

Can pity and forbear : 
The false is headstrong, fierce and wild. 
And breathes revenge and war. 

3 While zeal for truth the christian warms. 

He knows the worth of peace ; 
But self contends fox t\«a3kfc^ ^tidfonxis^ 
Its party to incie^^^* 



4 Zeal has attaint ils highest aim, 

Its wish is satisfied, 
If sinners love the Saviour's name, 
Nor seeks it atight beside. 

5 But self, however well employ'd, 

Has its own ends in view : 
And says, as boasting Jehu cried, 
" Come see what f can do !" 

6 Self may its poor reward obtain, 

And oe applauded here ; 
But zeal the oest applause will gain 
When Jesus shall appear. 

7 Dear Lord ! the idol self dethrone, 

And from our hearts remove ; 
And let no zeal by us be shown, 
But that which springs from love. 

HYMN 357. P. M. 

vyOME, O thou universal good ! 

Balm of the wounded conscience, come ! 
The hungry, dying spirit's food ; 

The weary, wand'ring pilgrim's home ; 
Haven to take the shipwreck'd in, 
My everlasting rest from sin ! 

2 Come, O my comfort and delight ! 

My strength, and health, and shield, and sun^ 
My boast, my confidence, and might, 

^y j^y* "^y g'^^y^ ^°^ °^y c^wn : 

My gospel-hope, my calling's prize, 
My tree of lifei my paradise. 

2B2 



^ J 



HYMN 358. C. M. 

MOSANNA to the Prince of light, 

That clothed himself in clay ; 
EnterM the iron gates of death, 

And tore the bars away. 

2 Death is no more the king of dread, 

Since our Immanuel rose ^ 

He took the tyrant's sting away, 

And spoilM our hellish foes. 

3 See how the Conqu'ror mounts aloft, 

And to his Father flies ; 
With scars of honour in his flesh, 
And triumph in his eyes. 

4 Raise your devotion, mortal tongues. 

To reach his blest abode : 
Sweet be the accents of our songs, 
To our incarnate God. 

5 Bright Angels, strike your loudest strings, 

Your sweetest voices raise ^ 
Let heav'n, and all created things, 
Sound our Immanuel^s praise. 

J HYMN 359. L. M. 

JuET men on earth, and angels bring 
Their honours to the Saviour King ; 
Let sinners own his sovereign sway, 
And evVy land his will obey. 

3 O'er worlds below and worlds above, 
He rules by wisdom, V|Qw'r^ and love; 
He ci;rh6 his foes^ aivd fE;a'&idL%\L\&\Ev^^^^ 
His wide dominioci uexet ^ik^* 



d In ZioQ he maintains his throne, 
And makes his kingly glory known ; 
Nor hell' nor death can e'er withstand 
The pow'r of his almighty hand. 

4 The saints shall reign with Christ their head, 
When gloomy death himself is dead ; 
There shall they shine in bliss complete, 
And cast their crowns at Jesu's feet. 

HYMN 360. C. M. 

J. O Christ, the Lord, let ev'ry tongue 

Its noblest tribute bring; 
When he's the subject of the song, 

Who can refuse to sing ? 

2 Survey the beauties of bis face, 

And on his glories dwell; 
Think of the wisdom of his grace, 
And all his triumphs tell* 

3 Majestic sweetness sits enthroned 

Upon his holy brow : 
His head with radiant glories crown'd, 
His lips with grace o'erflow. 

4 No mortal can with him compare, 

Among the sons of men ; 
Fairer he is than all the fair 
That fill the heavenly train. 

5 He saw me plung'd in deep distress, 

He fled to my relief; 
For me he bore the shameful cro«s<) 
And carried all my grief. 



(> His hand a thousand blessings pours 
Upon my guilty head ; 
Ills presence gilds my darkest hours. 
And guards my sleeping bed. 

7 To him I owe my life and breath, 

And all the joys I have : 
He makes me triumph over death. 
And saves me from the grave. 

8 To heaven, the place of his abode. 

He brings my weary feet : 
Shows me the glories of my God, 
And makes my joys complete. 

9 Since from his bounty I receive 

Such proofs of love divine, 
Had I a thousand hearts to give, 
Lord, they should all be thine. 

HYMN 361- L. M. 
.A.ND is the gospel peace and love ! 

Such let our conversation be ; 
The serpent blending with the dove. 

Wisdom and meek simplicity. 

2 Whenever the angry passions rise. 

And tempt our thoughts or tongues to sir 
To Jesus let us lift our eves, 
Bright pattern of the christian life! 

3 O how benevolent and kind ! 

How mild ! how readv to forgive ! 
Be this the tetapet o( oxn mviid^ 
And these the tvik!&\>i ^\m3cjlir^\\h^^ 



4 To do his heavenly Father's will, 

Was bis employment and delight ; 
Humility and holy zeal 
Shone through his life divinely bright ! 

5 Dispensing good where'er he came, 

The labours of his life were love ! 
O, if we love the Saviour's name, 
Let his divine example move. 

6 Thy fair example may we trace, 

To teach us what we ought to be ; 
Make us by thy transforming grace, 
Dear Saviour, daily more like thee. 

... HYMN 362. C. M. 

ijORD, hast thou made me know thy ways, 

Conduct me in thy fear, 
And grant me such supplies of grace. 

That I may persevere. 

2 O never let me turn aside, 

Nor leave the path divine ; 
Let faith, and love, and zeal abide ; 
Let patience ne'er decline. 

3 Supported by a lively hope, 

May I the storm endure ; 
Let sov'reign mercy hold me up, 
And I shall walk secure. 

4 Should all the pow'rs of darkness strive 

My peace to discompose, 
Upheld by thee, my soul &\i^\VVv\t^ 
Trimnpbsint o'er her {oes% 



3 Their snares shall unsuccessful prove ; 
My purpose firm shall be, 
While bonds of everlasting love 
Unite my heart to thee;" , 

6 Sould persecution's hottest flame ' 
Be kindled all around, 
And griefs and fears of every name. 
Thro' all the path abound ; 

r Let but thine own Almighty arm 
Sustain a feeble worm, 
I shall escape, secure from harm, 
Amidst the dreadful storm* 

8 Be thou ray all-sufficient friend, 
Till all these toils shall cease ; 
Guard me thro' life, and let ray end 
Be everlasting peace. 

HYMN SQ^. L. M. 

jA-NGELS attend, and join the song, 
To whom immortal notes belong, 
Your golden harps and voices join 
To praise Immanuel's love divine. 

2 Lo ! he, who on the cross was slain, 
High thron'd in glory lives again ; 
Clad with eternal victory, 

He captive leads captivity. 

3 With songs-of joy address his name. 
His victories and his love proclaim ; 
Sing how be coT\c^eT^dL«k&WfelU 
And vanquisVd A\ xSdl^ ^^^t^ ^^Xm^, 



4 Now in his conquests we partake, 

He gain'3 those triumphs for our sake ; 

Immortal glories to the Lamb, 

Who death by his own death overcame. 

5 Saints, shout with joy your risen Lord, 
And spread his boundless love abroad, 
Let every heart the Saviour bless, 
And every tongue his name confess* 

^ HYMN 364. C. M, 

V^OME, let us all unite to praise, 

The Saviour of mankind ; 
Our thankful hearts in solemn lays. 

Be with our voices join'd. 

2 But how shall dust his worth declare, 

When angels try in vain ; 
Their faces veil when they appear 
Before the Son of Man. 

3 Silent, O Lord ! we would not be. 

By love we are constraint 

To offer our best thanks to thee, 

Our Saviour and our friend ! 

4 Though feeble are our best essays^ 

Thy love will not despise 
Our grateful songs of bumble praise, 
Our well-meant sacrifice. 

5 Let every tongue thy goodness show, 

And spread abroad thy fame ; 
Let every heart with praise o'eifi^'^^ 
And bless thy sacred n^m^% 



6 Worship and honour, thanks and love^ 
Be to our Jesus given ! 
By men below — by hosts above. 
By all in earth and heaven. 

^ HYMN 365. L. M. 

VV HERE high the heav'nly temple star 
The house of God not made with hands, 
A great High Priest our. nature wears ; 
The guardian of mankind appears. 

2 He who for men their surety stood, 

And pourM on earth his precious blood,] 
Pursues in heav'n his mighty plan. 
The Saviour, and the friend of man. 

3 Though now ascended up on high, 
He bends on earth a brother's eye ; 
Partaker of the human name, 

He knows the frailty of our frame. 

4 Our fellow suflf'rer yet retains 
A fellow feeling of our pains, 
And still remembers in the skies 
His tears, his agonies and cries. 

5 In ev'ry pang that rends the heart, 
The man of sorrows had a part: 



-J3 HYMN 366. P M. 

Jr ARENT of good ! ihy works of might 

I trace with wonder and delight ; 

In them thy glories shine : 
There's nought in earth, or sea, or air, 
Or heav^a itself that's good or fair, 

But what is wholly thine. 

2 The riches of thy matchless grace, 
Displayed in tbe Redeemer's face, 

Still more attract my mind ; 
Here wisdom, love, and mercy meet. 
In all their dignity complete, 

With truth and justice join'd. 

3 Thy glories here immensely rise, 
They strike my soul with sweet surprise, 

And heavenly pleasure yield ; 
An ocean vast without a bound, 
Where ev'ry noble wish is drown'd, 

And ev'ry want is iSll'd. 

4 Thy love is my unfailing store. 
Thy light in darkness I implore, 

To set my heart at rest : 
Were I depriv'd of all below, 
' And thou thy gracious smile bestow^ 
I should be richly blest. 

5 This all my gloomy path shall cheer, 
And banish ev'ry pamful fear 

That can my soul invade : 
Should earth and hell against me join, 
The beamings of thy love d\N\tv^ 

Would give me sov'reietv «l\A* 
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6 What shall I do to spread thy praise, 
My God, through my remaining days, 

Or how thy name adore ? 
To thee I consecrate my breath ; 
For I am thine in life and death, 
And thine for evermore. 

HYMN 367. C. M. 

v^HRIST is the true substantial good, 
The spring of heav'nly grace ; 

The hungry sinner's daily food, 
The Lord our righteousness. 

2 Christ, by the eye of faith we view, 

The true believer's joy ; 
He will the power of hell subdue, 
And all our wants supply. 

3 Christ is the sure foundation-stone, 

Our Prophet, Priest, and King ; 
SavM by bis sovereign grace alone, 
His grace alone I sing. 

4 Christ is the sinner's only Way, 

And he the Truth, the Life ; 
He is the Sun that makes the day, 
The peace that ends our strife. 

5 Christ is our Advocate and Guide, 

Our Brother, and our Friend ; 
The Bridegroom of his chosen bride,., 
Who loves her to the end. 

6 Christ is tbe evwla^ting Lord, 

Our slrenet\\ ^\wiiv^'*eit ^^ ^"^JX^ 
The sum and iix^b^V'siucftcA^aRX^^ss^^ 
The ainuer'^s AlUuoM. 



HYMN 368. C. M. 

yJF all the gifts ihinc barxd bestows, 

Thou Giver of all good ! 
Not heaven itself a richer knows, 

Than my Redeemer's blo^-id. 

2 Faith too, the blood receiving grace, 

From the same hand we gain ; 
Else, sweetly as it suits our case. 
That gift had been in vain. 

3 Till thou thy teaching power apply, 

Our hearts refuse to see, 
And weak, as a distemperM eye, 
Shut out the view of thee, 

4 Blind to the merits of thy Son, 

What misVy we endure ! 
Yet fly that hand, from which alone 
We could expect a cure. 

i We praise thee, and would praise thee more, 
To thee our all we owe : 
The precious Saviour, and the pow'r 
That makes him precious too. 

HYMN 369. L. M. 

jt OR thy great glory, mighty Lord, 
Thou didst create the human race ; 

Thy name by all shall be ador'd. 
And evVy tongue shall give thee praise. 

2 God for his children doth provide. 
All of his goodness must partake ^ 
Or how can he be glor'Aed, 
By those he made for ^Vot'j'' & ^«iV^^ 
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HYMN 370. L. M. 

DGHOLD ! the sun, whose cheering light 
Dispels the darkness of the night ; 
Beams from the east his gentle rays. 
And in the west his light displays \ 

2 So, like the snn, did Christ appear. 
Or like the bright and morning star ; 
Enlightening an the world below, 
That evVy man the truth may know» 

3 The glorious Sun of Righteousness 

Came down the nations all to bless. 
To spread the truth from pole to pole, 
And bring again the ransomed souL 

4 The lame, the halt, the deaf, and blind. 
In Jesus shall salvation find ; 

And in his name shall all confess. 
The Lord is God, our Righteousness. 

^ HYMN 371. L. M. 
JL H' unchangeable Jehovah saith, 

I, by myself have truly sworn ; 
The word's gone forth in righteousness, 

Nor shall the sacred word return. 

2 That ev'i y knee, above, below, 

Shall humbly bow before my throne : 
And ov^vy soul my truth shall know — 
In me they've life and strength alone* 

3 That ev'ry tongue shall loudly sine 

To Jes^us Ckrist\\i^\\Vvi\^liQra\ 

And osake tbo h\^Yves.\ ^Tc^^%^Tvw^^ 

Jn praises of Oae ^aViSalviX Wot^* 



4 Thus shall my name be glorilied, 
By all in earth and hcav'n above ; 
In me shall evVy soul conGde, 
And taste the streams of heav'nly love. 

HYMN 372. C. M. 

A-S bread recruits our wasting frames, 

And well supports our hearts, 
So Christ to our expiring souls 

Celestial life imparts. 

2 Corn is the food of all mankind, 

Where'er their lot is cast, 
Je^us alike of J ervs and Greeks 
Is the divine repast. 

3 Though bread is eaten ev^ry day, 

'Tis never known to cloy ; 
ImmanueVa merits are the springs 
Of unexhausted joy. 

4 The grain endures the crushing mill, 

Endures the oven's heat, 
Ere it a fit provision yields 
For human kind to eat ; 

5 Thus Christ through suflf rings most severe, 

Through flames of vengeance past, 
That souls might be redeemed from death, 
And his salvation taste, 

6 By eating as our flesh receives 

From grain th' expected good, 
So souls by faith on Jesus live^ 
And bless the heavenV^ fa^odi^ ' ^ 
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.^^^ H¥Mn37S. l.'M. 

W HILE shepherds watch'd their flocks 
All seated on the jground, [oij 

The angel of the Lord came down, 
And glory shone around. 

2 « Fear not," said he, for mighty dread 
Had seized their troubled mind ; 
Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
" To you and all mankind* 

To you, in David^s town this day 
" Is born of David's line, 
The Saviour, who is Christ the Lord ; 
^' And this shall be the sign : 

The heav'nly babe you there shall find, 
" To human view display'd, 
All meanly wrapped in swathing bands, 
" And in a manger laid." 

6 Thus spake the Seraph, and forthwith 
Appeared a shining throng 
Of angels, praising God, who thus 
Adaress'd their joyful song : 

5 " All glory be to God on high, 
" And to the earth be peace, 
" Good- will, henceforth, from heaven Id m 
" Begin and never cease." 

HYMN 374. C. M. 

XlOW helpless guilty nature lies,. 

Unconscious of its load ! ' . > ^ 

T/ie heart unchan^dcdxvTvftN^t use 

To happiness and God. 



2 The will perverse, the passions blind, 

In j^4ths 01 i'Uiu stray : 
Reason debased can never, find 
The safe, the narrow way. 

3 Can aught beneath a power divine 

The stubborn will subdue ? 
'Tis thine, Almighty Saviour, thine 
To form the heart anew. 

4 ^Tis thine the passions to recal, 

And upwards bid them rise ; 
And make the scales of error fall 
From reason's dai^en'd eyes. 

5 To chase the shades of death away^ ^t;;^* . 

And bid the sinner live ! 
A beam of heav'n, a vital ray, 
'Tis thine alone to give. 

HYMN 375. C. M. 

JUET heav'n arise, let earth appear, 

Said the Almighty Lord : 
The heav'n arose, the earth appear'd, 

At his creating word. 

2 Thick darkness brooded o'er the deep ; 
God said, " Let there be light :" 
The light shone forth with smiling ray, 
And scattered ancient night. 

3* He bade the clouds ascend on high ; 
The clouds ascend and bear 
A wat'ry treasure to the sky, 
And SosLt upon the air. 



4 The liquid element below 

Was gathered by his hand'; 
The rolling seas together flow^, 
And leave the solid land. 

5 With herbs, and plants, and fruitful trees, 

The new-form'd globe he crown'd, 
, Ere there was rain to bless the soil, 
Or sun to warm the ground. 

6 Then high iu heav'n's resplendent arch 

He placM two orbs of light ; 
He set the sun to rule the day, 
The moon ta rule the night. 

7 Next, from the deep, th' almighty King 

Did vital beings frame ; 
Fowls of the air, of ev'ry wing. 
And fish of evVy name. 

8 To all the various brutal tribes 

He gave their wondrous birth ; 
At once the lion and the worm 
Sprung from the teeming earth. 

9 Then, chief o'er all his works below, 

At last was Adam made ; 
HisMaker^s image blessM his soul, 
And glory crown'd his head. 

10 Fair in th' almighty Maker's eye 

The whole creation stood. 
He view'd the fabric be had raised. 
And he piououWdUiem good. 



_ HYMN 376. S. M. 
»LlID our Immanuel die for us. 

To save such poor rebellious men ? 
Did he display nis pity thus 

That we might come to God again ? 

2 All human language wants a name. 
For this unftthom'd wondrous love : 
This pure immortal fervent flame, 
Sprang only from the God above. 

9 What can wc add ? Our speech is faint ; 
We sink beneath the ponderous load : 
This love no eloquence can paint ; 
'Tis grand ! 'tis worthy of a God ! 

4 O'erwhelm'd with this abyss of love, 

We stand astonishM at the grace 
That brought the Sa viour from above, 
To die for all the fallen race ! 

5 Did our Immanuel die for us ? 

What more can be by sounds expre&t ? 
For sinners Christ was made a curse ; 
Eternity must tell the rest. 

J HYMN 377. P. M. 

JuAMB of God, we fall before thee, 

Humbly trusting in thy cross; 
That dlone be all our glory, 

All things else are dung and dross^ 
Thee we own a perfect Saviour, 

Only source of all that's good; 
Ev^ry grace anr] ev''v fuoviT. 
Come to us thro' Jesu^s b\ood* 



2 Jesus gives us true repentance. 

By his spirit sent from Heav'n ; 
Jesus whispers this sweet sentence, 

" Son, thy sins are all forgiv'n !" 
Faith he gives us to believe it : 

Grateful hearts his love to prize* 
Want we wisdom ? he must give it ; 

Hearing ears and seeing eyes. 

3 Jesus gives us pure aflections ; 

Wills to do what be requires*: 
Makes us follow his directions ; 

And what he commands inspires : 
All our pray Vs, and all our praises 

Rightly offer'd in his name, 
He that dictates them, is Jesus ; 

He that answers, is the same* 

4 When we live on Jesu's merit. 

Then we worship God aright j 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, 

Then we savingly unite. 
Hear the whole conclusion of it ; 

Great or good whaie'er we call, 
God, or Christy or Priest, or Prophet, 

Jesus Christ is all in all. 

HYMN 378. P. M. 

J ESU, lover of my soul, 
Let me to thy bosom fly, 

W^hile the nearer waters roll. 
While the tempest still is high ^ 



Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 

Till the storm of life is past ; 
Safe into the haven guide, 

receive my soul at last *• 

2 Other refuge have I none. 

Hangs my helpless soul on thee ; 
Leave, ah! leave me not alone, 

Still support and comfort me! 
All my trust on thee is stayed. 

All my help from thee i bring. 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of thy wing. 

3 Thou O Christ, art all I want, 

More than all in thee I find. 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 

Heal the sick and lead the blind : 
Just and holy is thy name ; 

1 am all unrighteousness : 
False and full of sin 1 am, 

Thou art full of truth and grace. 

4 Plenteous grace with thee is found, 

Grace to cover all my sin : 
Let the healing streams abound, 

Make and keep me pure within : 
Thou of life the fountain art. 

Freely let me take of ^hee ; 
Spring thou up within my heart, 

Rise to all eternity. 



HYMN 379. P.M. 

JExAIL I thou once despised Jesui^ 

Hail, thou everlasting King ! 
Thou didst suffer to redeem us^ 

Thou didst free salvation bring : 
Hail, thou agonizing Saviour, 

Bearer of our sin and shame.! 
By thy merits we find favour. 

Life is given through thy name. 

2 Paschal Lamb, by God appointed^ 

All our sins on thee were laid : 
By almighty love anointed, 

Thou hast full atonement made : 
All thy people are forgiven, 

Through the virtue of thy blood : 
Open'd is the gate of heaven, 

Peace is made 'twixt man and God. 

3 Jesus, hail ! enthron'd in glory, 

There forever to abide ! 
All the heav'nly hosts adore thee, 

Seated at thy Father's side ; 
There for sinners thou art pleading. 

There thou dost our place prepare ; 
Ever for us interceding, 

Till in glory we appear. 

4 Worship, honour, pow'r and blessings 

Thou art worthy to receive : 
Loudest praises, without ceasing, 

Meet it is for us to give : 
Help, ye bright angelic spirits! 

Bri ng y ouv av« ^itv^^V, tkCj^XAssX l^.^s ^ 
Help to sivvj omtSanvovvc'^ \v\^\\v^^ 

Help to ch«L\iiv\.\cxm^\iNx^X^^\<«^^^^ 



HYMN 380. L.M. 
^ WAY, my unbelieving fear ! 

Fear shallin me no more have place j 
My Saviour doth not yet ap|)ear, ^ ,. 

He hides the brightness of his face:- j- 
But shall I therefore let him go, .^' 

And basely to the tempter yield? 'o 
No, in the strength of Jesus, no, ^ 

I never will give up my shield. ^"^ 

2 Although the vine its fruit deny, ^ 

Although the olive yield no oil, * ^ 
The withering fig-trees droop and die, 

The fields elude the tiller's toil, 
The empty stall no herd afibrd. 

And perish all the bleatine race ; 
Yet will I triumph in the Liord, 

The God of my salvation praise. 

3 Barren although my soul remain, 

And no one bud of grace appear^ 
No fruit of all my toil and pain, 

But sin, and only sin is nere ; 
Although my gifts and comforts lost. 

My blooming hopes cut off I see : 
Yet will I in my Saviour trust. 

And glory that he died for me. 

4 In hope believing against hope, 

Jesus, my Lord, my God, I claim, 
Jesus, my strength, shall lift me up, 
Salvation is in Jesu's naitie \ 
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To me he soon shall bring it nigh, 
My soul shall then outstrip the win d 

On wings of love mount up on high, 
And leave the world and sin behind. 

HYMN 381. C. M. 
JcLiNRAPTUR'D with our Jesu's name.. 

That ev'ry other name excels, 
I feel a sweet seraphic flame, 

That oft to joy ecstatic swells-, 

2 Then wakes my song, her skill to try, 

And ev'ry note with Jesus fill 5 
But all the sounds in Jesus die, 

And his dear name^s the music still. 

3 A name that angels mean to praise. 

But yet a name of worth so great, 
That all the notes that angels raise, 
Lost in the name, are incomplete. 

4 With mighty themes, of high behest, 

The living lyre her concords wakes ; 
But then the concords sound the best. 
When Jesu's name the music makes. 

5 Ah ! what avails the pealing choir, 

Or where's the charm of heav'niy sound 
If Jesu's name does not transpire, 

The key is missM where charms abound 

6 Thd name of Jesus soothes the soul, 

And swcWs '\V wvAv wtvhouaded joys ; 
And all t\\esowrvA?»\viv\m.\iViw^\v^^ 
When Alial \)cLe gc^x&lviN. vyci^^m>ijv^^\. 



7 The voice of grief itself is lost, 
When Jesu's name the music is ; 
And saints in beav'n hq joy could boast, 
Did not his name create their bliss. 

HYMN 382. C. M- 

JN OW be our hearts inspired to sing 

The mercies of the Lord : 
To him our humble tribute bring 

In strains of sweet accord. 

2 When sinful men, in their first head, 

From life and glory fell, 
His mercy a provision made, 
To rescue them from hell. 

3 In Jesus Christ, the sinner^s friend, 

Who died that they might live, 
Mercy, with honour, can extend. 
And God, though just, forgive. 

4 This mercy, sovereign, nch, and free, 

Abounds, thro^ Jesus' blood, 
Reaches man's utmost misepy, 
And brings him nigh to God. 

5 Mercies ofProvidence and Grace 

Flow from thy bounteous hand : 
These claim our songs of loudest praise, 
And fervent love demand. 

6 For ever, Lord, may we adore 

Thy mercy, power, and love, 
When this vain world shall be no more, 
In the bright realms above. 



HYMN 385. C. M. 

VV ITH what resplendent beauty shon^ 

That long expected morn, 
When Jesus, God's incarnate Son, 

The Lord of life, was born ! 

2 Celestial hosts, array'd in light, 
With glory mark their way, 
As down to earth they bend their flight, 
And hail th' auspicious day* 
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Glory to God," they rapt'rous sing. 
Through all the heights of heav'n f 
Tidings of joy to men we bring, 
" And peace on earth is giv'n.'' 

Glory to God," let all our tongues 
Re-echo to their lays ; 
Such grace demands our loftiest songs, 
And all our powers of praise ! 

6 For guilty man, with pity mov'd. 
The Saviour leaves the skies; 
And here, to show how much he lov^d, 
A bleeding victim dies : 

6 But dies to save ; SAtvATioif now 

Is our perpetual theme; 
Our veiling souls to Jesus bow^ 
And triumph in bis name. 

7 Saltation ! let the joyful news 

Through all the nations run ; 
OerU lie « oeWe'v « , ^tid ^iwhborn Jews 
Their g;re^x'NlE.^%\K»^^wi\i\ 




8 From world to world, through boundless space. 

May the glad tidings fly ; 
And myriads sound the Satiouk's praise 
To the remotest sky ! 

9 Thus shall his dear delightful name 

Then dwell on every tongue : 
While angels round his throne proclaim 
Salvation in their song. 

HYMN 884 C. M. 

iD the man ! thus Pilate spake, 
itant to comply ; 
Bu#%Tl in vain, the clam'rous Jews 
Demand that Christ shall die. 

# 

2 Come then, my soul, behold the man ! 

The silent suff'rer see ; 
The prisoner stands at Pilate's bar, 
To give thee liberty. 

3 Behold thy Saviour crown'd with thorns, 

While cruel men deride ; 
Behold, they nail him to the tree, 
And pierce his sacred side ! 

4 Amazing love ! he bleeds, he dies, 

My sins his murderers were ; 
These were the scourge, the thorns, thfi nails. 
And these the pointed spear. 

5 But Jesus died that I might live. 

Hence pleasing thoughts arise ; 
He rose a mansion to prepare^ 
For me beyond the sktea \ . 

2D 2 




4S And when I join th' enrapturM throng, 
I shall his beauties trace ; 
And sing the wonders of his love, 
The riches of his grace ! 

HYMN 385. C. M. 
IN the dear person of his Son, 

Himself the Father shows ; 
And he who truly knows the one, 

The other also knows. 

2 In him, as in a glass, we see, 

Unhurt and undismayed. 
The glories of the Deity, 
Unitedly display 'd. 

3 With mingled beams, here truth and love^ 

Justice and goodness shine ; 
Angels and saints with joy behold 
An object so divine. 

4 Here would I fix my ravish'd eyes, 

And never move them hence ; 
Compared with this, what trifling toys 
Are the delights of sense. 

HYMN 386.' S. M. , 
O CHRIST, what graoious words, 

Are ever, ever thine ; 
Thy voice is music lo the soul, 

And life and peace divine. 

9 Good, everlasting good, 

Glad tidings m\ o^ '^q»^^ 
Tlow from ihy \\\>Sn <^e \v^^ qIvxvs:^ 

And flow witlioux i5\oi% 
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3 Tlie broken heart, the poor/ j^ 

The bruis'd, the deaf, the Wind ; W 
The dumb, the dead, the captive wretch, 
In thee compassion find. 

4 Lord Jesus, speed the day, 

The promised day of grace, 
To all the poor, the dumb, the deaf, 
The dead of Adam's race. 






«ong shall then employ 



e blessed, blessing whole ; 
hsA human nature shout thy name, 
The life of ev'ry soul. 

" HYMN 387. L. M. 

A.LL hail the ever-glad'ning morn f 

To us a holy child is Dorn : 

To us, to us a Son is giv'n, 

Jesus, the Lord of earth and hcav'n. 
We will the new-born King adore, 
And love, and praise him, evermore. 

2 Behold ! the government he bears, 
See what transporting names he wears ; 
While all the rays of truth and grace 
Shine in the dear Emmanuel's race. 

We will the new-born King, &c. 

3 His wide dominion shall increase. 

And bless the earth with heav'nly peace, 
His reign shall over all extend. 
Nor shall his glorious kingdom eiid% 
Yfe will the new-boru liui^i ^» 
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4 SoyV^igi^s to him rich odours bring, 
Afid^fants sweet Hosannas sing ; 
The sons of wo, who mourn and weep, 
A joyful jubilee shall keep. 

We will the new-born King, &c, 

5 The dumb shall sing, shall shout his name, 
The lame shall leap to spread bis fame, 
The blind shall hiis salvation see, 

And sin-bound captives shall go free. 
We will the new-born King, &c. 

6 Lo ! God in our own flesh appears ; . 
Our sorrows, and our sins he bears ; *" 
And all that in his name believe. 
Shall everlasting life receive. 

We will the new-born King, &c« 

7 All hail ! Thou universal Good, 
Thy birth, and thy redeeming bloody 
To joys supreme shall millions raise, 
And fill th' eternal w orld with praise. 

We will the new-born King adore, 
And love and praise him evermore. 

^ HYMN 388. L. M. 

vJ HOW transporting, how divine, 
When sweetest sounds in concord join, 
And hearts and harps unite to sing 
The praises of th' incarnate King ! 

2 When his good Spirit tunes the lyre. 
And sheds abroad ^^V^^ual fire, 
What purer H\sa c^umwv^%»WsN*^ 
Or goodDCss \n£^\\^fc^i^^^a'« "^^ 



3 Might sinners only moarn and sigh 
Before the Majesty on high, 

And prostrate in bis presence plead, 
^Twould be a favour rich indeed. 

4 But, Oh ! stupendous stoop of grace 1 
Hear and adore, ye fallen race, 

For ye may hymn th' eternal King, 
And of his great salvation sing, 

^ O may this grace our hearts inspire 
With love's all animating fire ! 
While in sweet sounds we spread the I 
Of our adored Saviour's name. 

€ Adoring praise ! His heaven's employ, 
Bright seraphs wish no higher joy; 
Amidst the ever blissful throng. 
All, all is love, and sacred song. 

7 Sav'd from the guilt and pow'r of sin, 
May we our heav'n on earth begin, 
An J join that choir in noblest strains^ 
Where harmony for ever reigns. 

HYMN 389. S. M. 
J. HERE is a sacred name 

That soothes the sinner's fears : 
Jesus, through ages past the same. 

The same to countless years ! 

2 No other name than this. 

To earth reveaPd from heav'n, 
Can wake the hope of future bliss^ 
Or sense of sins forgWril 



3 Thy comforts, my God ! 

'Tis Jesu's name endears ; 
And when abasM beneath thy rod^ 
My fainting spirit cheers. 

4 This peerless name alone 

Suffices all my need ; 
It wings my praises to thy throne, 
And for my wants shall plead ! 

5 My warmest thoughts rejoice 

To dwell on Jesu's name : 
And when they droop, arise, my voice, 
To fan the languia flame ! 

5 Thus to my latest breath, 
ni triumph o'er my sins ; 
Depart, ye shades of endless death ! 
Eternal life begins. 

jj HYMN 390. L. M. 

JllIGH in the heav'ns, eternal God, 
Thy goodness in full glory shines ; 

Thy truth shall break thro' ev'ry cloud 
That veils and darkens thy designs* 

2 For ever firm thy justice stands, 

As mountains their foundations keep ; 
Wise are the wonders of thy hands. 
Thy judgments are a mighty deep. 

3 Thy providence is kind and large, 

Both man and beast thy bounty share ; 
The whole cx^^Uou is thy charge, 
But saiula w:^ v\i^ ^^^\^v«^»sfe. 



4 My God ! how eiccelleDt thy grace ! 

Whence all our hope aQci comfort springs ; 
The sons of Adam in distress 
Fly to the shadow of thy wings. 

5 From the provisions of thy house 

We shall be fed with sweet repast; 
There mercy like a river flows. 
And brings salvation to our taste. 

6 Life like a fountain rich and free 

Springs from the presence of my Lord ; 
And in thy light our souls shall see, 
The glories promised in thy word* 

r^ HYMN 391. C. M. 

JL HUS saith the Lord, " Your work is vain, 

Give your burnt-offerings o'er, 
In dying goats, and bullocks slain 

My soul delights no more." 

22 Then spake the Saviour, " Lo^Pmhere, 
My God, to do thy will ; 
What'er thy sacred bopks declare 
Thy servant shall fulfil. 

3 Thy law is ever in my sight, 

1 keep it near ray heart : 
Mine ears are opened wilh delight 
To what thy lips impart. 

4 And see, the West Redctmer comes, 

Th' eiernal Son apfjear^. 
And at th'* appointed time a&VQOMiSH 
The body God prepares. 



5 Much he revcaPd hta Father's grace, 

And much his truth be showed, 
And preached the way of righteousness. 
Where great assemblies stood. 

6 His Father's honour touch'd his heart. 

He pity^d sinners' cries, 
And to fulfil a Saviour's part 
Was made a sacrifice. 

7 No blood of beasts on altars shed 

Could wash the conscience clean. 
But the rich sacrifice he paid 
Atones for all our sin. 

8 Then was the great salvation spread. 

And Satan's kingdom shook ; 
Thus by the woman's promis'd seed 
The sei-pent's head was broke. 

HYMN 392. L. M. 

X HE King of heaven, how fair his face, 
Adorn'd with majesty and grace ! 
He comes with blessings from above. 
And wins the nations to his love. 

2 At his right-hand our eyes behold, 
The queen array'd in purest gold : 
The world admires her heav'nly dress • 
Her robe of joy and righteousness. 

3 He forms her beauties like his own, 
He calls and seats her near bis throne ; 
F^ir sf-anger, \el xVkvw^ \\^art forget, 
The idols of tVi^ iv^x\n^ ^v^v^^ 



4 So shall the King the more rejoice. 
In thee the favourite of his choice ; 
Let him be lov'd, and yet ador'd, 
For he's thy Maker and thy Lord. 

5 O happy hour, when thou shalt rise 
To his fair palace in the skies, 
And all thy sons (a numVous train) 
Each like a Prince in glory reign. 

6 Let endless honours crown his head ; 
Let ev'ry age his praises spread ; 
While we with cheerful songs approve 
The condescensions of his love. 

HYMN 393. CM. 
JLIS by thy strength the mountains stand^ 

God of eternal pow'r, 
The sea grows calm at thy command, 
And tempests cease to roar. 

2 Thy morning light and evening shade 

Successive comforts bring : 
Thy plenteous fruits make harvest glad, 
Thy flowers adorn the spring. 

3 Seasons and times, and moons and hours, . 

Heav'n, earth, and air are thine ; 
When clouds distil in fruitful show'rs, 
The author is divine. 

4 Those wand'ring cisterns in the sky 

Borne by the winds around, 

With w'.^try treasures well supply 

The furrows of th^> gioutM^^ 



d The thirsty ridges drink their fill, 
And ranks of corn appear ; 
Thy ways abound with blessings still. 
Thy goodness crowns the year* 

HYMN 39L C. M. 
v-lUR God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for years to come, 
Our shelter from the stormy blast, 

And our eternal home* 

2 Under the shadow of thy throne 

Thy saints have dwelt secure ; 
Sufficient is thine arm alone, 
And our defence is sure* 

3 Before the hills in order stood, 

Or earth received her frame, 
From everlasting thou art God, 
To endless years the same* 

4 Thy word commands our flesh to dust, 

" Return, ye sons of men ;" 
All nations rose from earth at firsts 
And turn to earth again* 

^ A thousand ages in thy sight 
Are like an evening gone : 
Short as the watch that ends the night 
Before the rising sun. 

tf The busy tribes of flesh and blood, 
With ^11 their lives and cares. 
Are carried downwards by the fittod, 
And lost iu following years* 

f Time, like an evet-to>X\Tv%%vi^»Bv^ 

Bears all its &ou^ w^ \ 



They fly, forgotten, as a dream 
Dies at th' opening day. 

8 Like flowVy fields the nations stand, 

Pleased with the morning light ; 
The flowVs beneath the mowers' hand 
Lie withering ere 'tis night. 

9 Our God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for years to come, 
Be thou our guard while troubles last, 
And our eternal home. 

HYMN 395. C. M. 

vJ ALL ye nations, praise the Lord, 
Each with a diflPrent tongue ; 

In ev'ry language learn his word, 
And let his name be sung. 

2 His mercy reigns thro' ev'ry land ; 
Proclaim his grace abroad ; 
For ever firm his truth shall stand, 
Praise ye the faithful God. 

HYMN 396. C. M. 
XX OW is our nature marr'd by sin, 

Nor can it ever find 
A way to make the conscience clean, 

Or heal the wounded mind. 

2 In vain we seek for peace with God, 

By methods of our own; 
Jesus, there's nothing but thy blood 
Can bring us near thy throne. 

3 'Tis by thy death we live, O Lord ; 

'Tis on thy cross we rest ; 
For ever be thy love ador'd, 
Thy name for ever b\esl% 



HYMN W7. C. M. 
xSEHOLD the sure foundation Stone 

Which God in Zion lays 
To build our heav'nly hopes upon. 

And his eternal praise. 

8 Chosen of God, to sinners dear, 
And saints adore the namr- ; 
They trust their whole salvation here, 
Nor shall they suffer shame. 

3 The foolish builders, scribe and priest. 

Reject it with disdain ; 
Yet on this rock the church shall rest, 
And envy rage in vain. 

4 What tho' the gates of hell withstood T 

Yet must this building rise : 
'Tis thy own work. almightyGod, 
And wond^ ous in our eyes. 

^ HYMN 398. C. M. 

O GOD of Bethel ! by whose band 

Thy people still are fed ; 
Who through this weary pilgrimage 

Hast all our fathers lea ; 

8 Our vows, our prayers, we now present 
Before thy throne of grace : 
God of our fathers ! be the God 
Of their succeeding race. 

3 Through each perplexing path of life 
Our waud'ring footsteps guide ; 
Give us eac\\ A%^ w« ^'^^^\St^^A^ 
And Taimei\vfe.v^w[\i^* 



4 O spread thy cov'rin^ wings around^ 

Till all our wand'rings cease, 
And at our Father's lovM abode 
Our souis arrive in peace. 

5 Such blessings from thy gracious hand 

Our humble pray'rs implore ; 
O thou who art our gracious God, 
And portion evermore. 

HYMN 399. C. M. 

xSeHOLD ! the mountain of the Lord 

In latter days shall rise 
On mountain tops above the hills, 

And draw the wond'ring eyes, 

2 To this the joyful nations round, 

AH tribes and tongues shall flow; 
Up to the hill of God, they'll say, 
And to his house we'll go. 

3 The beam that shines from Zion hill 

Shall lighten ev'ry land ; 
The King who reigns in Salem's tow'rs 
Shall all the world command, 

4 Among the nations he shall judge ; 

His judgments truth shall guide ; 
His sceptre shall protect the just, 
And quell the sinner's pride. 

5 No strife shall rage, nor hostile feuds 

Disturb those peaceful years ; 
To plough-shares men shall beat tbftvc v«v^^^«^ 
To pruning-hooks, their spe^t%% 
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6 No lobger hosts encounlVing hosts 

Shall crowds of slain deplore ; 
They hang the trumpet in the hall. 
And study war no more* 

7 Come then, O house of Jacob ! come 

To worship at his shrine : 
And walking in the light of God, 
With holy beauties shine. 

HYMN 400. C. M. 

J. HE race that lon^ in darkness pin'd 
Have seen a glorious light ; 

The people dwell in day who dwelt 
In death's surrounding night. 

2 To hail thy rise, thou better Sun ! 

The gath'ring nations come, 

Joyous as when the reapers bear 

The harvest-treasures home. 

3 For thou our burden hast removed, 

And quelPd th' oppressor's sway ; 
Quick as the slaughtered squadrons fell 
In Midian's evil day. 

4 To us a child of hope is born ; 

To us a Son is giv'n ; 
Him shall the tribes of earth obey. 
Him, all the hosts of heav'n. 

5 His name shall be the Prince of Peace, 

For evennote ^dor'd. 
The woudert\i\,\5[ie cw«n&^w^ 



6 His pow'r increasing still shall spread ; 
His reign no end shall know ; 
Justice shall guard his throne above, 
And peace abound belovr* 

HYMN 401. P. M. 

X HE gospel's joyful sound 

Is music in my ears ; 
In Jesus 1 have found 
Relief from all my fears. 
Darkness to light does nowr give place. 
And all things wear a different face. 

2 Since God me reconciled, 

I fear no dire alarms ; 
He owns me for his child, 

And clasps me in his armi^r 
Transported with seraphic joy, 
1 Father, Abba Father, cry. 

3 I cannot fear the law ; 

Its thunders now may roar. 
Since I my Saviour saw. 
They can affright no more. 
On wings of love I mount, I fly, 
And Father, Abba Father, cry. 

4 Death too has lost his sting. 

And wears a smiling face ; 
Yes I shall shout and sing, 

Ev'n in his cold embrace. 
He'll close my eyes and shut my ears, 
But cannot rouse my guilty fears,. 



i When through the flaming sky, 
I see the Judge descend, 
I'll Abba Father, cry, 
And hail him as my friend : 
While standing in the gospel light, 
There's nothing can my soul affright* 

^ Now let my flowing eyes 

Run down with grateful tears, 
Since free adopting grace 
Has banish'd all my fears ; 
And still my sinful self deny, 
When I express the heaven-born cry, 

7 No more let me return, 

Beneath the galling yoke ; 
Or e'er embrace those chains, 
Which grace divine has broke. 
Let Abba Father, be qly cry, 
In time and in eternity. 

HYMN 402. L. M. 
h ATHER of angels and of men, 

Of nature and of grace, the Lord ! 
Be thou in one eternal strain, 

By all thy various works ador'd. 

2 From heav'n to earth, from earth to heaven, 
Through worlds above and worlds below, 
Thy boundless mercies freely giv'n, 
In tides of bliss for ever flow. 

8 Sing, O ye heav'ns f burst into praise. 
Thou eartVi^ ^liA \^\ ^^ ^Xithem roU, 
'Till rocks atvi lotcJa^ ^^^\i««* '^ANar^^^ 
And ligUt, aad VAe, catowttfe^aafe ^V^Jwt^ 
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HYMN 403. C. M. 
tl ESUS, thou Prince, thou King of peace, 

And king of glory too ; 
O be thy blessed name adored, 

By Gentile and by Jew. 

2 For Isr'ePstHbes ; for us, O Lord, 

EternaLp^ce is made. 
Our pardoD^i^ geal'd,' 'tis seal'd with blood, 
The blboSf of Christ, our head : 

3 Nor ouFS aiOiBe ; the head of man, 

Of ev'ry mati art thou : 
For ev'ry qian, 'twas thine to die c 
The world to thee shall bow. 

HYMN 404. S. M. N/^ 

W HTLST we are marching through 
This land with drought accurs'd ; 

Rivers of living waters flow 
In thee, to quench our thirst. 

2 This world's a weary land ; 
By sin a desart made : 
'Tis all around a burning strand ; 
Has no refreshing shade. 

8 But thou'rt our mighty rock ; 
Thy shadow very great ; 
Where all thy weary pilgrim flock, 
Find a divine retreat. 

4 Though once with sin oppress'd, 

From which no part was free ; 
Our grievances arc now redre«ktf d^ 
Dear, glorious man^ in \]kx^e» 



5 In thee we now have found 

Whatever we lost, and more ; 
We see thy grace much more abound. 
Than sin had done before. 

6 Thy praise be our employ ; 

Thy glories ever shine : 
All our salvation, hope, and joy. 
Art thou, O man, divine. 

HYMN 405. C. M. 

J ESUS, thou Sun of Righteousness, 

All glorious and divine ; 
Thy people with thy presence bless, 

In their assemblies shine. 

2 Thy healing beams alone can cheer 

Hearts pain'd with inward grief ; 
The soul opprest with guilt and fear, 
In thee finds sweet relief. 

3 If thou thy righteousness display, 

And make thy merits known ; 
Sinners shall learn thy wondrous grace. 
And saints thy govdness own. 

4 Our tongues shall thy redeeming love 

With sacred rapture tell ; 
And loud resound ImmanuePs praise, 
Who saves from death and hell. 

HYMN 406. S. M. 
j^LL hail, thou great firstborn. 

The holy head of man! 
What ftooda o^ Gt^-c.^ TCkVi oci Vs^ view. 
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2 Thy fulness mankind, are : 

The temple, Lord, art thou : 
Thy body comprehends the whole 
Of Adam's tribes below. 

3 In thee, presented pure 

Before the throne of God, 
All nations there are made anew, 
Of one life giving blood. 

4 Firstborn of Heav'n, of earth. 

Of ev'ry creature, hail ! 
Born to redeem from death and hell, 
Thy purpose cannot fail. 

5 The skies may waste in flame ; 

All systems melt away; 
The sun himself turn black as night ; 
And earth be lost to day ; 

6 But thou shalt still remain 

Th' unchanging Saviour God ; 
And as eternal ages roll. 
Thy name shall be ador'd. 

HYMN 407. L. M. 

A.WAKE, my tongue, thy tribute bring 
To him who gave thee power to sing, 
Praise him, who is all praise above. 
The source of wisdom and of love. 

2 How vast his knowledge ! how profound ! 
A depth where all our thoughts are drbwn'd ! 
The stars he numbers, and their names 
He gives tp all those heaveuVj &«m<^^% 



3 Tho' each bright world above, behold 
Ten thousand thousand charms unfold ; 
Earth, air, and mighty seas, combine 
To speak his wisdom all divine. 

4 ' But in redemption, O what grace ! 

Its wonders, O what thought can trace! 
Here wisdom shines for ever bright — 
Praise him, my soul, with sweet delight.^ 

HYMN 408. L. M. 
bo fair a face bedew'd with tears ! 
What beauty e'en in grief appears ? 
He wept, he bled, he died for you I 
What more, ye saints, could Jesus do! 

2 Enthroned above with equal glow, 
His warm affections downward flow * 
In our distress he bears a part 

And feels a sympathetic smart. 

3 Still his compassions are the same 
He knows the frailty of our frame ' 
Our heaviest burdens he sustains' 
Shares in our sorrows and our pains. 

HYMN 409. c. M, 
J ESU, united by thy grace 

And each to each endeared 
With confidence we seek thy f^cf^ 
And know our pray'r is heard!' 
2 Still let us own our commr.« t \ 
And beat vbxTvfi ^^^eT^Sl ""^^ 
A band oi \ove, ^ xJtoW.^^A^ ^^ . 



3 Make us into one spirit drink : 

Baptize into thy name : 
And let us always kindly think, 
And sweetly speak the same. 

4 To thee inseparably joio'd, 

Let all our spirits cleave ; 
O may we all the loving mind 
That was in thee receive ! 

5 This is the bond of perfectness, 

Thy spotless charity : 
O let us still, we pray, possess 
The mind that was in thee ! 

^„ HYMN 410. CM. 

W HAT wisdom, majesty and grace 
Through all the gospel shine ! 

'Tis God that speaks, and we confess 
The doctrine most divine. , 

2 Down from his starry throne on high, 

Th' almighty Saviour comes ; 
Lays his bright robes of glory by, 
And feeble flesh assumes. 

3 The mighty debt that sinners ow'd. 

Upon the cross he pays : 
Then through the clouds ascends to God, 
'Midst shouts of loftiest praise. 

4 There he our great High Priest appears 

Before his Father's throne ; 
Mingles his merits with ovir \ft«t%, 
Aad pours salvation dov«ti% 



v5 Great God, with revVence we adore 
Thy justice and thy grace ; 
And on thy faithfulness and pow'r 
Our firm dependence place. 

HYMN 411. C. M. 

Jesus, th' etemal Son of God, 

Whom Seraphim obey. 
The bosom of the Father leaves, 

And enters human clay : 

2 Into our sinful world he comes 

The messenger of grace, 
And on the bloody tree expires 
A victim in our place. 

3 Transgressors of the deepest stain 

In him salvation find : 
His blood removes the foulest guilt. 
His spirit heals the mind. 

4 Our Jesus saves from sin and hell. 

His words are true and sure, 
And on this rock, our faith may rest 
Immoveably secure. 

3 O let these tidings be receiv'd 
With universal joy, 
And let the high angelic praise 
Our tuneful pow'rs employ ! 

6 " Glory to God who gave his Son, 
" To bear our shame and pain :. 
^' Hence pe^ce otv ^^\\}cv^ ^wd ^race to meBj 



" In endless VA^s^vsi^^ \^\eX' 
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.^ HYMN 415. L, M. 

X E humble saints proclaim abroad 
The honours of a faithful God, 
How just and true are all his ways, 
How much above your highest praise^ 

2 The words his sacred lips declare, 
Of his own mind the image bear ; 
What should him tempt, from frailty free. 
Blest in his self-sufficiency ? 

3 He will not his great self deny : 
A God all truth can never lie : 
As well might he his being quit, 
As break his oath, or word forget. 

4 Let frighten'd rivers change their course. 
Or backward hasten to their source ; 
Swift through the air let rocks be hurPd, 
And mountains like the chaff be whirl'd. 

5 Let sun and stars forget to rise. 
Or quit their stations in the skies ; 
Let neav^n and earth both pass away, 
Eternal truth shall ne'er decay. . 

6 True to his word, God gave his Son, 
To die for crimes which men had done ; 
Blest pledge ! He never will revoke 

A single promise he has spoke. ^ 

HYMN 413. L. M. * 

A HE Father's love to man so free, 
Made us the fulness of the Son : 

The Son, he wills that we sYvo>3\^\i^ 
With biiDy where'er Vie \s, ^^ ow^* 



2 In him a new creation made, 

No more to fail, but to endure ; 
"Where we the members, he the head, 
One body, we're conceived pure. 

3 In him, in his mysterious birth, 

Born in him as that holy thing. 
Whose praise, as God espous'd to eaKb, 
The angel host with joy did sing. 

4 In him together circumcised. 

When all our fillhiness of flesh, 
Which God in holiness despis'd, 
Was quite put off in righteousness* 

5 In him, in all the works he wrought ; 

In him together crucified ; 
In him, as risen without fault, 
And in him fully glorified. 

6 With him, where'er he was, we were, 

In all conditions still the same ; 
With him, where'er he is, we are. 
And as him pure and free from blame. 

7 In seeing him, ourselves we see. 

And all his glory as our own ; 
Our joy is full, the Son is free. 
And Jesus wears th' eternal crown. 

HYMN 41 4. L. M. 
1 E sons of men with joy record 
The various wonders of the Lord ; 
And let his \>0N<j^if ^ud goodness sound 
•Through a\\ yowt vc>fe^^^^^ ^^^e^^^sc^s^s^ 



2 Let the high heav'ns your songs invite, 
Those spacious fields of brilliant light ; 
Where sun, and moon, and planets roil. 
And stars, that glow from pole to pole. 

3 Sing, earth, in verdant robes array'd, 

Its ^erbs and flowVs, its fruits and shade ; 

Peopled with life of various forms, 

Of fish, and fowl, dnd beasts, and worms* 

4 View the broad seas, majestic plainSi 
And think how wide its maker reigns ; 
That band remotest nations joins, 

And on each wave, his goodness shines. 

5 But O ! that brighter world above, 
Where lives and reigns incarnate love I 
God's only Son in flesh array'd. 

For man, a bleeding victim made. 

6 Thither, my soul, with rapture soar ; 
There in the land of praise adore ; 
The theme demands an angel's lay, 
Demands an everlasting day. 

HYMN 415. L.M. 
JMy heart is full of Christ, and longs 

Its gtprious matter to declare ! 
Of him I make my loftier songs, 

I cannot from his praise forbear ; 
My ready tongue makes haste to sing 
The beauties of my heavenly king. 
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2 Fairer than all the earlh-borh race, 

Perfect in comeliness thou art, 
Replenished are thy lips with grace. 

And full of love thy tender heart ; 
God ever blest, we bow the knee. 
And own all fulness dwells in thee. 

3 Come and maintain thy righteous cause, 

And let thy glorious toil succeed, 
Dispread the victory of thy cross, 

Ride on and prosper in thy deed : 
Through earth triumphantly ride on, 
And reign in all our hearts alone. 

4 Thee. Jesus, King of kings, and Liord 

Of lords, I glory to proclaim, 
From age to age thy praise record, 

That all the world may learn thy name 
And all shall soon thy grace adore, 
When time and sin shall be no more. 

^ HYMN 416. P. M. 

K) god of my salvation, hear, 
And help a sinner to draw near. 

With boldness, to the throne of grace : 
Help me thy benefits to sing, 
And smile, to see me feebly bring 

My humble sacrifice of praise. 

2 I cannot praise thee as I would, 
But thou art merciful and good, 

1 know thou never wilt despise 
The day of small and feeble things : 
But bear m^^ uWotv kw^^'i^ ^\w<^ 
To all ib^ Vie\^\& QilVss^\i>afci 



3 How shall 1 thank ihee for thy grace ; 
The trust 1 have to see thy face, 

When sin shall all be purg'd away : 
The night of doubt and fear is past, 
The morning star appears at last, 

And 1 shall sec the perfect day. 

4 The day of sweet and perfect rest, 
Wiih pure enjoyment ever blest, 

1 shall delight to prove above 
The height and depth of love divine : 
And iQ thine image ever shine, 

Of glory, light, and heavenly love. 

HYMN 417. L. M. 
JL HE Lord, the God of glory, reigns, 

In robes of majesty array'd ; 
His rule omnipotence sustains. 

And guides the worlds his hands have made. 

2 Ere rolling worlds began to move. 

Or ere the heavens were stretch'd abroad. 
Thy awful throne was fiji'd above, 
From everlasting thou art God. 

3 The swelling Floods tumultuous rise, 

Aloud the angry tempests roar, 
Lift their proud Billows to the skies. 
And foam and lash the trembling shore* 

4 The Lord, the mighty God, on high, 

Controls the fiercely raging seas ; 
He speaks ! and noise and tempest fly, 
The waves sink dovm la gKtAft v^^^^* 



5 Thy sovereign laws are ever sure, 
Eternal holiness is thine ; 
And, Lord, ihy people should be pure, 
And in thy blest resemblance shine. 

HYMN 418. L. M. 
JL WAS from thy hand, Great God, I cai 
A work of such a curious frame ; 
In me thy fearful wonders shine, 
And each proclaims thy skill divine. 

2 Thine eyes did all my lirobs survey, 
Which yet in dark confusion lay ; 
Thou saw'st the daily growth they took, 
Form'd by the model of thy book. 

3 At length, to show my Maker^s name, 
God stamped his image on my frame ; 
And, in some unknown moment, join'd 
The finished members to the mind. 

4 There the young seeds of thought began, 
And all the passions of the man ' 

Great God, our infant nature pays 
Immortal tribute to thy praise ! 

5 And, since in our advanced age. 
We've acted on Life's busy stage, 
Thy Thoughts, of Love to us surmount 
The Power of numbers to recount. 

6 We could survey the Ocean o'er, 

And count each sand that makes the shore, 
Before our ^^ VlVe^kV ^ovs^^vs ^<qq!A trace 
The numerowa NHoxxAait^ol^JK^ tgaKj^^ 



7 Still on our hearts be these impress^, 
Whene'er we give our eyes to rest ; 
And when we wake, still may we find 
God, and his Love possess the mind* 

^^ HYMN 419. P. M. 

iVxARK the soft-falling snow. 

And the diffusive rain, 
To heaven from whence it fell, 
It turns not back again ; 
But waters earth through every pore. 
And calls forth all its secret store. 

2 Array'd in living green, 

The hills and valleys shine, 
And man and beast is fed 

By providence divine : 
The harvest bows its golden ears, 
The copious seed of future years. 

3 " So," sailh the God of grace, 

" My gospel shall descend ; 
Almighty to effect 

The purpose 1 intend ; 
Millions of souls shall feel its pow'r^ 
And bear it down to millions more. 

4 " Joy shall begin their march, 

And peace protect their ways, 
While all the mountains round 
Echo melodious praise ; 
The vocal groves shall sing the God^ 
And every tree consenting tvod%" 



HYMN 420. L. M. 

X RAISE ye the Lord, let praise employ, 
In his own courts, your songs of joy ; 
The spacious firmament around, 
Shall echo back the joyful sound. 

2 Recount his works in strains divine. 

His wondrous works, how bright they shine 
Praise him for his almighty deeds, 
Whose greatness all your praise exceeds. 

3 Awake the trumpet's piercing sound 

To spread your sacred pleasures round ; 
While sweeter music tunes the lute. 
The warbling harp, and breathing flute. 

4 Let the loud Cymbal, sounding high. 
To softer, deeper notes reply ; 
Harmonious let the Concert rise, 
And bear the rapture to the skies. 

5 Let all whom life and breath inspire^ 
Attend and join the blissful choir ; 
But chiefly you, who know his word, 
Adore, and love, and praise the Lord. 

^ HYMN 421. L. M. 

IVLAY God his favouring ear incline, 

And bid his face on Sion »hine ; 

That all thy counsels, Lord, may know. 

Where earth extends, or oceans flow. 

2 To thee, of life th' eternal spring, 
Invisible, a\\ poX.o.tvv'VkMv^^ 
One Chorus \r\ ^\\ tv^uoxv^ \^ys.^^ 
One shout ot um\c\s^\ \»\^\s^- 



3 Exult each tribe, exult each land ; 
Heaven's mighty Lord, with equal hand, 
The Balance holds, and earth's domain 
Shall own to latest age his reign. 

4 Warm'd by His genial suns, the field 
With full Increase its fruits shall yield ; 
And God, thy God, O Sion, shed 

His choicest blessings on thy head. 

5 Great God, on us thy blessings shower, 
Let man's whole race revere thy power ; 
And, thankful, to their wond'ring eyes, 
Behold thy wish'd salvation rise. 

_ HYMN 422. C. M. 

JiSeGIN the high celestial strain, 

My ravish'd soul, and sing 
A solemn hymn of grateful praise 

To heaven's almighty King. 

2 Ye curling fountains,, as you roll 

Your silver waves along ; 
Whisper to all your verdant shores., 
The subject of my song. 

3 Bear it, ye winds, on all your wings, 

To distant climes away ; 
And round the wide extended world 
The lofty theme convey. 

4 Take the glad burden of his name, 

Ye clouds, as you arise. 
Whether to deck the golden mora, 
Kk shade the evening &kie%% 



5 Long let it tremble round the spheres, 

And echo through the sky ; 
Till Angels, with immortal skill, 
Improve the harmony. 

6 While we, with sacred rapture fir'd, 

The bless'd Creator sing ; 
And chant our consecrated lays, 
To heaven's eternal king. 

HYMN 423. C. M. 

X^ONG had earth's numerous nations sou 

Salvation to obtain, 
Pardon and peace, and endless life, 

And happiness in vain. 

2 Israel, through every land dispersed, 

Sprung forth with eager wish, 
In their Messiah to embrace 
The long expected Bliss. 

3 And lo ! He comes, the Saviour comes, 

The promised seed appears ; 
He, in whom centred all the hopes 
Of past and future years. 

4 He comes, from an abyss of woes, 

To raise our ruin'd race ; 
He bleeds, he dies, that we might share 
The blessings of his grace. 

5 WondVous event, more wondVous love 

Of our incarnate God ! 
Should we\:>e uiwv^^ %\it^\c^k& woald wall 
To spread Vua iptivii^ ^\«^^% 



6 Dear Lerd, these wonders of thy grace 

Our flinty bosoms fire ; 
Our hearts subdu'd, now pant for thee, 
With fix'd and pure desire. 

7 Here be thy throne for ever lix'd, 

And this thy lasting rest, 
And be our souls, beneath thy smiles, 
Through endless ages blest. 

HYMN 424. L. M. 
Y E worlds of light, that roll so near 

The Saviour's throne of shining bliss, 
tell how mean your glories are. 

How faint and few, comparM with his. 

2 We sing the bright and morning star, 

(Jesus, the spring of light and love !) 
See how its rays, diffus'd from far, 
Conduct us to the realms above. 

3 Its cheering beams, spread wide abroad, 

Point out the puzzled Christian's way : 
Still as he goes, he finds the road 
EnlightenM with a constant day. 

4 (Thus when the eastern Magi brought 

Their royal gifts, a star appears. 
Directs them to the babe they sought, 

And guides their steps, and calms their fears.) 

5 When shall we reach the heavenly place^ 

Where this bright^ star will brighest shii:e i 
Leave, far behin(^ these scenes Ql\^^^^^^ 
And view a lustre so dWii\^\ 
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^ HYMN 425. L. M. 

X E mourning sinners, here disclose 
Your deep complaints, your various woes ; 
Approach, 'tis Jesus, he can heal 
The pains which mourning sinners feel. 

2 To eyes long closM in mental night, 
Strangers to all the joys of light, 
His word imparts a blissful ray, 
Sweet morning of celestial day ! 

3 Ye helpless lame, lift up your eyes, 
The Lord, the Saviour bids you rise ; 
New life and strength his voice conveys, 
And plaintive groans are changed for praise. 

4 Nor shall the Leper hopeless lie 
Beneath the great physician's eye ; 
Sin's deepest power his word controls. 
That fatal Leprosy of souls. 

5 That hand divine, which can assuage 
The burning fever's restless rage ; 
That hand, omnipotent and kincly 
Can cool the fever of the mind. . 

6 When freezing palsy chills the veins. 
And pale, cold death already reiens : 
He speaks ; the vital powers revive ; 
He speaks, and dying sinners live. 

7 Dear Lord, we wait thy healing hand ; 
Diseases fly at thy command ; 

O let thy sovereign touch impart 



HYMN 426. L. M. 
OHALL loyal nations hail the day, ? ' 

That crowns their king, with loud acclaim 9 
And shaU not saints their homage pay, 

To their beloved Saviour's name ? 
Ye saints, resound in joyful strains, 
Jesus the King of glory reigns. 

2 Jesus, who vanquished all your foes, 

Who came to save, who reigns to bless ; 
From him your every comfort fiows, 

Life, lifaierty, and joy, and peace. 
Resound, resound in joyful strains, 
Jesus the King of glory reigns ! 

3 Yes, thou art worthy, dearest Lord, 

Of universal endless praise; 
With every power to be ador'd, 

That men or angels e'er can raise. 
Let heaven and earth unite their strains, 
Jesus the King of glory reigns ! 

4 But earth, nor heav'n can e'er proclaim 

The boundless glories of their king ; 
Yet must our hearts adore his name. 

Dear name, whence all our blessings spring*. 
Resound, resound in joyful strains, 
Jesus the King of glory reigns ! 

5 How mean the tribute mortals pay, 

How cold the heart, how faint the tongue ! 
But, Lord, thy coronation day 
Shall tune a more exalted 8ou^\ 



Resounding in immortal strains, 
Jesus the King of glory reigns ! 

6 He comes, he comes with triumph crown'd, 
In dazzling robes of light array'd. 

Faith views the splendour dawning round, 
Earth^s fairest lustre sinks in shade. 

Resound, resound in joyful strains, 

Jesus the King of glory reigns 

HYMN 427. C. M. 
I^OME, heavenly love, inspire my song 

With thy immortal flame ; 
And teach my heart, and teach my tongue 

The Saviour's lovely name. 

2 The Saviour ! O what endless charms 

Dwell in the blissful sound ! 
Its influence every fear disarms, 
And spreads sweet Comfort round. 

3 God's only Son (stupendous grace !) 

Forsook His throne above ; 
And, swift to save our wretched race, 
He flew on wings of love. 

4 Th' almighty former of the skies 

StoopM to our vile abode ; 
While angels viewed with wondering eyes, 
And haiPd th' incarnate God. 

$ O the rich depths of love divine ! 
Of bliss, a boundless store ! 
Dear Saviour, let me call thee mine ; 
I cannot wish for more ! 



6 On thee alone my hope relies ; 
Beneaih thy cross I fall ; 
My Lord, my life, my sacrifice. 
My Saviour and my all ! 

HYMN 428. C. M. 

J ESUS, in thy transporting name 

What blissful glories rise ! 
Jesus, the Angel's sweetest theme I 

The wonder of the skies ! 

2 Well might the skies with wonder view 

A love so strange as thine ! 
No thought of angels ever knew 
Compassion so divine ! 

3 Didst thou forsake thy radiant Crown, 

And boundless realms of day ; 
(Aside thy robes of glory thrown,) 
To dwell in feeble clay ? 

^ Jesus, and didst thou leave the sky 
For miseries and woes ? 
And didst thou bleed, and groan and die 
For vile rebellious foes f 

5 Victorious love ! can language tell 

The wonders of thy power, 
Which conquer'd all the force of hell, 
In that tremendous hour ? 

6 Is there a heart that will not bend 

To th V divine control ? 
Descendf O sovVeisn love, de«c%tii&i 
Aad melt that stm^boia so\]\« 
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7 O may our willing hearts confess 

Thy sweet, thy gentle sway ; 
Glad captives of resistless grace, 
Thy pleasing rule obey* 

8 Come, clearest Lord, extend thy reign, 

Till rebels rise no more ; 
Thy praise all nature then shall join. 
And heaven and earth adore* 

.^ HYMN 429. C. M. 

X ET, saith the fjord, if David's race, 

The children of my son. 
Should break my laws abuse my grace, 

And tempt mine anger down : 

2 Their sins Pll visit with my rod, 

And make their folly smart ; 
But ni not cease to be their God, 
Nor from my truth depart. 

3 Once have I sworn, I need no more, 

And pledg'd my holiness, 
To seal the sacred covenant sure 
To David and his race. 

4 The sun shall see his offspring rise 

And spread from sea to sea, 
Long as he travels round the skieft 
To give the nations day. 

5 Sure as the jaoon that rules the night, 

His kingdom shall endure ; 
Till the ^L^diV^'N^ ^{ &hade and light 



HYMN 430. P. M. 

Gracious Jesus, thee I love, 
Thou, my hope, nay joy, my rest j 

All thy ways tny thoughts approve, 
I'm in thee for ever blest. 

2 'Tis thy presence, Jesus, thine. 

Makes my cheerful powers rejoice ; 
Saving mercy, love divine, 

Tunes my heart and tunes my voice. 

^ 'Tis a spark, from thine abode, 
Sent and kindled to a flame, 
Warms my heart with love to God, 
And with love to Jesu^s name. 

4 Thou, dear Saviour, art my own, 
My redeemer, and my God ; 
I shall stand before thy throne. 
In thy bright and blessM abode. 

HYMN 431. C. M. 
Uo not I love thee, O my Lord f 

Behold my heart and see ; 
And turn each cursed Idol out. 

That dares to rival thee. 

2 Do not I love thee from my soul ? 

Then let me nothing love : 

Dead be my heart to every joy, 

When Jesus cannot move. 

3 Is not thy name melodious still 

To mine attentive ear ? 
Doth not each pulse m\k ^l^^^srax^Vsos^*, 



4 Thou know'st I love thee, deai-est Lord : 
But 1 1 long to soar, 
Far from the sphere of mortal joys, 
That I may love thee more. 

^ HYMN 432. L. M. 

VyOME, sinners, to the the gospel feast ^ 
Let ev'ry soul be Jesus' guest; 
Ye need not one be left behind ; 
For God hath bidden all mankind. 

2 Sent by my Lord, on you I call ; 
The invitation is to all : 

Come all the world : come, sinner thou f 
All things in Christ are ready now* 

3 Come all ye souls by sin opprest, 
Ye restless wand'rers after rest ; 

Ye poor, and maim'd, and halt, and blind. 
From Christ a hearty welcome find. 

4 Come, and partake the gospel feast, 
Be sav'd from sin ; in Jesus rest : 

O taste the goodness of your God, 
And eat his flesh and drink his blood. 

5 See him set forth before your eyes, 
That precious, bleeding sacrifice ! 
His offer'd benefits embrace. 

And freely now be sav'd by grace 1 

6 This is the time : no more delay ! 
This is your acceptable day : 
Come in, ibU momeTvV%\. V\& c^ll^ 
And live foi biniNiYka ^tft^Vw ^\ 



^^ HYMN 433. I.. M. 

O God of our forefathers, hear, . 

And make thy faithful mercies known ; 
To thee, through Jesus, we draw near, 

Thy suflTring, well-beloved Son : 
In whom thy smiling face wo see: 
In whom thou art well plcasM with me. 

2 With solemn faith we offer up, 

And spread before thy glorious eyes, 
That only ground of all our hope, 
{ That precious, bleeding sacrifice, 
Which brings thy grace on sinners downj 
And perfects all our souls in one. 

3 Acceptance through his holy name, 

Forgiveness in his blood we have : 
But more abundant life we claim 

Through him who died our souls to save : 
To sanctify us by his blood. 
And fill with all the life of God. 

4 Father, behold thy dying Son, 

And hear the blood that speaks above ! 
On us let all thy grace be shown : 

Peace, righteousness, and joy, and love : 
Thy kingdom come to ev'ry heart, 
And all thou hast, and all thou art ! 

HYMN 434. L. M. 
By faith in Christ I walk with God, 

With heav'n, my journey's end, in view, 
Supported by his staff and rod. 

My road is safe and p\ea&3LXvl\.QO% 



Uuai'dea by nis almigtity Hand. 

4 The wilderness affords no food, 
Bui God, for my support, prepares ; 
Pro* ides me ev'ry needful good, 
And fiees my soul from wants and car 

6 With him sweet converse I maintain. 
Great as he is, I dare be free ; 
I tell him all my |rief and pain, 
And he reveals fais love to me. 

6 Some cordial from his word he brings, 
Whene'er my feeble spirit faints ; 
At once my soul revives andsings, 
And yields no more lo sad complaints 

HYMN 435. C. M. 

JVOW 1 can read my title clear 
To mansions in the skies. 



3 Should cares, like a wild deluge come^ 

And stonns of sorrow fall ; 
Yet I shall safely reach my home, 
My God, my 'heav'n, my all. 

4 There shall I bathe my weary soul 

In seas of heav'nly rest ; 
And not a wave of trouble roll 
Across my peaceful breast. 

^ HYMN 436. L. M. 

X HE Saviour comes, the Lord is here^ 
The messenger forbids our fear, 
The angels shout at God's command. 
He's welcome to a guilty land : 

2 Ye sons of men your songs prepare, 
And sound them through the echoing air; 
His fame resound from pole to pole, 
He's welcome to the faithful soul. 

3 Let Jews and Gentiles all proclaim 
The wonders of ImmanuePs name ; 
The babe who did in Bethlehem lie. 
And welcome Jesus from the sky. 

4 He comes to do his father's will, 
The law and prophecies to fill , 

To make the broken hearted whole, 
He's welcome to the wounded soul. 

M He comes th' enormous debt to pay^ 
He comes to take our sins away ; 
He comes to set the captive free, 
He'5 welcome therefore nTvX% «R** 



% EVr long he will in pomp appear. 
And bid the nations to draw near « 
My Judge my Advocate will be, 
O then be^s welcome untoue. 

HYMN 437. L. M. 

Eternal beam of light divine, 
Fountain of unelhausted love. 

In whom the Father's glories shine, 
Through earth beneath, and heaven 

2 Jesu, the weary wanderer's rest. 

Give me thy easy yoke to bear ; 
With steadfast patience arm my breas 
With spotless love, and lowly fear* 

3 Be thou, O Rock of Ages, nigh ! 

So shall each murmuring thougfit be 
And grief, and fear, and care shall fly 
As clouds before the mid-day sun. 

4 Speak to my warrinj; passions ^* Peac< 

Say to ray trembling heart ^' Be stil 

Thy power my istrength and fortress is 

For all things serve thy sovereign w 

5 When pain o'er my weak flesh prevai 

With lamb-like patience arm my br 
When grief my wounded soul assails, 
In lowly meekness may I rest. 

6 So when on Sion thou shalt stand, 

And all heaven's host adore their ki 
Shall I be found at thy right hand. 
And free from ^aiathY glories sing 



M 



HYMN 438. P. M. 
EET and right it is to jiing 
Glory to our God and King ; 
Meet in evVy tfane and place, 
To rehearse his solemn praise. 

2 Join, ye saints, the song around, 
Angels help the cheerful sound ; 
Publish through the world abroad 
Glory to th' eternal God. 

3^ Praises here to thee we give, 
Gracious thou our thanks receive ; 
Holy Fatheb, sovVeign Lord, 
Ev'ry where be thou ador'd ! 

4 Though th^ injurious world exclain^ 
Sing we still in Jbsc's name ; 
Say I OUR, thee we ever bless. 
Thee our Lord and God confess. 

HYMN 439. P. M. 

tl OIN all the glorious names 

Of wisdom, love, and pow'r, 
That mortals ever knew. 
That angels ever bore : 
All are too mean 

To speak his worth, 
Too mean to set 
Our Saviour forth. 

2 But, O what gentle terms : 
W'at ron jesceiiding ways, 
Doth our RiiiDEEMBtf use 
To leach his heav'n\>/ gc^^eX 



ffly soul, with joy 

And wonder see 
What forms of love 

He bears for thee, 

3 Grf at Prophet of our God, 

Our tongues would bless thy name 
B} thee the joyful news 
Of our salvation came : 
The joyful news 

Of sfns forgiven, 
Of hell subdu'd, 
And peace with heav'h. 

4 Jesus,, our great High Priest, 

OfierM his blood and died ; 
Thou guilty »iaiier seek 
vy No sacrifice beside i 
,: * His powerful blood 

Did once atope, 
And no^w it pleads 
Before the (hrone.^ 

6 Thou dear almighty Lord, 
Our Conqueror and our King,. 
Thy sceptre and thy sword, 
Thy reigning grace we sing. 
Thine is the powV \ 

O may we sit. 
In willing bonds, 
Beneam thy feet ! 



HYMN 440, €. M. 
X HE Sun of righteousness appears 

To set in blood no more : 
Adore the scalt'rer of your fears. 

Your rising Sun adore ! 

2 The saints, when he resigned his breath. 

Unclosed their sleeping eyes ; 
He breaks again the bands of death, 
Again the dead arise 1 

3 Alone the dreadful race he ran, 

Alone the wine- press trod ; 
He died andai^ffei^d as a man : 
He rises as a God ! 

4 In vain the stone^ the watch, the seal, 

Forbid an cal-Iy rise, 
To him who breaks the gates of bell. 
And opens paradise* .. 

HYMN 441. S. M. 
JKAISE your triumphant songs 

To an immortariune ; 
Iiet the wide earth resound the deeds 

Celestial grace has done* 

2. Sing how eternal love 
Its chief beloved chose, 
And bid him raise oiir wretched race 
From their abyss of woes. 

I His hand no thunder bears, 
. No terror clothes his brow : 
JJo bolts to drive our euiUy so\x\^ 
To Mercer flames below. 



4 'Twas mercy fiU'd the throne, 

And wraih stood silent by, 
When Christ was sent with pardons d 
To rebels doom'd to die. 

5 Now, sinners, dry your tears. 

Let hopeless sorrows cease : 
Bow to the sceptre of his lovfe, 
And take the offerM peace. 

6 May we obey the call ! 

And lay an humble claim 
To the salvation he hath brought^ 
And love, and praise his name* 

^ HYMN 442. L. M. 

vJ,THOU in whom the Gentiles trust, 

hou only holy, only just, 
Oh tune our souls to praise thy name, 
Jesus ! unchangeable, the same : 

2 If angels, whilst to thee they sing. 
Wrap up their faces in their wing. 
How shall we sinful dust draw nigh 
The great, the awful Deity ! 

■ 

3 Glory to thee, auspicious Lamb ! 
Thou holy Lord, thou great 1 Am ! 
With all our pow'r thy grace we bless. 
Our joy, our peace, our righteousness I 

4 Live, ever glorious Jesus ! live. 
Worthy aiUolessings to receive ! 
Worthy ou \i\^ ^xv^\^t?^ V^ ^\t 
With e\wy ^ovj''t\»tkR.'a2icL^^ \^^W 




BTTMN 445. C. M. 
CJOME, let our hearts on Mercy muse, 

Our tongues of Mercy sing ; 
Who will refuse, for Mercy's gifts, 

A tribute song to bring ? 

3 'Twas mercy wak'd our infant eyes 
With light's all-glad'ning ray ; 
Mercy has fed our countless wants 
Returning ev'ryday. 

3 Mercy from heav'n; with liberal hand^ 

Pours showVs of blessings down ; 
And when she knits her placid brow, 
There's kindness in the frown. 

4 Each private comfort wc possess, 

By Mercy is bestow'd, 
And all the sweets of social life -^ 

From Mercy still have flow'd. * & 

5 Pardon, of all our needs the chief. 

By Mercy's hand is giv'n, 
For Mercy shed the Saviour's blood, 
To make us heirs of heav'n. 

6 Sing to the God of mercy, sing 

A song of grateful 43raise ; 
Praise him through life, and, after death, 
A nobler anthem raise. 

HYMN 444. P. M. 
fjrOD of ifnexampled grace. 

Redeemer of mankind. 
Matter of eternal praise, 
We in thy passion find \ 

»H2 



ys, 



Still our choicest strains we bring. 
Still the joyful theme pursue, 

Thee the friend of sinners sing, 
Whose love is ever new. 

2 Endless scenes of wonder rise 

With that mysterious tree, 
Crucified before our eyes, 

Where we our Maker see : 
Jesus, Lord, what hast thou done I 

Publish we the death divine. 
Stop, and gaze, and fall, and own. 

Never was love like thine ! 

3 Never love nor sorrow was 

Like that our Jesus sbow'd ; 
See him stretchM on yonder cross, 

And crushed beneath our load I 
Now discern the Deity, 

Now his heav'nly birth declare 
Faith cries out, *Tis he, 'tis he, 

My God that suffers there ! 

4 Lord we bless thee for thy grace. 

And truth which never fail, 
Hastening to behold tliy face, 

Without a dimming veil ? 
We shall see our heav'nly king, 

All thy glorious love proclaiai, 
Help the angeUchoir to sing 

Our dear triumphant Lambt 



f 



HYMN 445. L. M. 
X O God my Saviour praise is due ; 

A debt I never can discbarge ; 
For when I bring the sum to view, 

I find it infinitely large* 

3 " Goodness and mercy'' have pursu'd 
My steps since I have seen the light ; 
Favours each day have been renew'd : 
My stri) has shone benignly bright. 

3 But since thjB Saviour's name I've known. 

And seen how bright his glories shine ; 
My mercies center all in one ; 
That I am his and he is mine* 

4 With other things I can dispense, 

The world and all its joys forego ; 
But O ! ray loss would be immense, 
If 1 should cease the Lord to know* 

5 This is the central point of bliss: 

'Tis all I ask, 'lis all I need : 

My soul is rich, possess'd of this ; 

Without it I am poor indeed. 

6 Nor need I grieve because I owe 

A debt that may the world amaze ; 
Through endless years my praise shall fio^^ 
And what is heav'n but endless praise ? 

HYMN 446. C.M. 

zV. WAKE, ye saints, and raise your eyes, 

And raise your voices high ; 
Awake, and' praise thai so>i^:te.vg\,Vs^^i 

Tiai shows saWauou u\^^ 



R all the wings of time it flieit 
Elach moment brings it near ; 
'hen welcome each declining day I 
And each revolving year ! 

Soi many years their round shall ruOi 

Nor many mornings rise, 
Ere all its glories stand reveaPd 

To our admiring eyes. 

; Ye wheels of nature, speed your course ; 
Ye mortal powers, decay ; 
Fa5it as ye bring the night of deaths 
Ye bring eternal day. 

_ HYMN 447. C. M. 
XjEHOLD I come," the Saviour cries, 

" On wings of love I fly ;" 
So come, dear Lord, my soul replies, 

And bring salvation nigh. 

2 ril greet the messengers ef death* 

By which thou calPst me home ; 
But doubtly greet that joyful hour. 
When thou thyself shaft come. 

3 Come, plead thy father^s injured cause. 

And make thy glory shine ; 
Come, rouse thy servant^s mouldering dus' 
And their whole frame refine* 

4 O come, amidst th^ angelic hosts, 

Their humble name to own ; 
And lead the full asseroblv back 

To dwell arouuiii xVj vosotl^v 



5 With winged speed, Redeemer dear, 
Bring on th' illustrious day ; 
Corae, lest our spirits droop and faint, 
Beneath thy long delay. 

HYMN 448. P. M. 

JLiO ! He Cometh, coundess trumpets 

Blow to raise the sleeping dead ; 
Midst ten thousand saints and angels 
Se6 their |reat exalted head* 
Hallelujah, halTelujah, hallelujah. 
Welcome, welcome Son of God. 

2 Full of joyful expectation, 

All behold the jtidge appear ; 
Truth and justice go before him, 

Now the joyful isentence hear* 
Hallplujah, hallelujah^ hallelujah, 
Welcome, welcome judge divine* 

3 ^' Come, ye blessed of my father, 

*• Enter into lif& and joy ; 
'' Banish all your fettrs and «orr6T(rs, 
" Endless praise be your em^oy**' 
Hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah, 
WelcoWe, welcome to the skies. 

4 Now at once they rise to glory, 

Jefeus brings them to the King ; 
There, with all the hpst of heaven^ 

They eternal anthems sing. 
Hallelujah, hallelujah, halleltijah^' 
Bounaless glory to the Lamb. 



^^ HYMN 449. C. M* 

CjtF VER of concord, Prince of peace. 

Meek, lamb-like Son of God ; 
Bid our unruly passions cease, 

O quench them with thy blood. 

"2 O let thy love our hearts constrain, 
Jesus the crucified ! 
What hast thou done our hearts to gdiiv 
Languished, and groaned, and died ! 

3 Us into closer union draw, 
^. And in our inward parts, 

Let kindness sweetly write her law, . 
Let love command our. hearts* . 

4 O let us find the ancient way. 

Our wond'ring foes to move, 
And force a frownine world to say, - 
*' See how these Christians love !*•... 

HYMN 450. L. M. 
yj GOD, our Father and our King, 
Of all we have or hope, the spring : 
Send down thy Spirit from above, 
And warm our hearts with holy love* 

2 May we from ev'ry act abstain 

That hurts or gives our neighbour pain ; 
And ev'ry secret wish suppress, 
That would abridge his happiness. 

3 Still may we feel our hearts inclined 
To be the fr\eud% of all mankind ; 
Still seek their ^afev^ .VkaA'^^^v^^ ^^^su^ 
Virtue, eterua\\vfc^^tA\^^^^ 
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4 With pity let our hearts o'erffo\r, 
When we behold another's wo ; 
And bear a synopathizing part 
With all who are of b^vy heart. 

5 Let love in all our conduct shine, 

An image fair, though faint, of thine : 
Thus may we Christ's discipfes prove^ 
Who came to manifest thy love. 

Q HYMN 451. L. M. 

&HOUT! for the great Redeemer reigns. 
Thro' distant lands his triumphs spread ; 

And sinners freed from Satan's chains, 
Own him their Saviour and their Head. 

2 His sons and daughters from afar, 

Daily at Sion's gate arrive : 
Those who were dead in sin before, 
By sov'reign grace are made alive. 

3 O, may his conquest still increase, 

And ev'ry foe his power subdue ! 
While angels celebrate his praise, 
And saints his growing glories show \ 

4 Loud hallelujahs to the Lamb, 

From all below and all above ; 
In lofty songs exalt his name, 
songs as lasting as his love» 

^ HYMN 45^. C. M. 

± HE Saviour bears a lovely name. 

Of sacred pow'rs possesa^d\ 
It takes away the sinner^ s sVi^tcv^^ 
Aad gives bis coascicnce t^x.% 



2 No name on earth is half so greafj 

Howe'er extolPd by fame ; 
Nor can celestial tongues repeat 
A more exalted name. 

3 Tho' music has the pow'r to please, 

(And oft I feel its power) 

The name of Jesus sweeter is. 

And captivates me more. 

4 However sweet the flow'r that spreads 

Its perfume o'er the fields ; 
His name a richer fragrance sheds. 
And more refreshment yields. 

5 Sweet name ! the sinner's blest relief. 

His med'cine food and joy ! 
'Tis help in trouble, rest in grief, 
'Tis gold without alloy. 

6 Jesus, thy name is dear to me. 

It saves me from niy foes : 
Ar;TiM with its pow'r, 1 need not flee. 
Though earth and hell oppose. 

7 In many priinful conflicts past, 

Thy name has brought me thro'. 
Nor wilt thou leave the worm at lastj^ 
Whom thou hast sav'd till now. 

8 No! in thy heav'n I shall appear, 

Ari'l cease lo know " in part ;" 
My stpen^theri'd facuhiee will b(?ar, 
To " see thee as thou art." 

9 Then shall my cup of joy o'erflow 

With still increasing sture ; 
My work my bliss, thy name to know, 
And pm^^ \\i^^ ^\^t\£iQce« 



^ HYMN 453. L. M. 

VyOME, ye who know the Saviour's love^ 
And his indulgent mercies prove ; 
In cheerful songs his praise express. 
For he'll not leave you comfortless. 

2 He ever acts th(» Saviour's part, 
With strong compassions in his heart; 
The least and weakest saint he'll bless^ 
Mcr will he leave him comfortless. 

3 His wisdom, goodness, power, and care, 
They largely, sweetly, daily share ; 

He will their ev'ry fear suppress. 
Nor will he leave them comfortless. 

4 While they are sojourners below. 
And travel thro' this world of wo. 

In storms and floods of deep distress. 
He will not leave them comfortless. 

5 So when they pass death's gloomy vale, 
And flesh and mortal powers fail, 
T'^eir dying lips shall then confess, 

He does not leave them comfortless. 

6 When they at last shall meet above, 
In the blest world of joy and love, 
Their raptur'd songs will then express, 
He has not left them comfortless, 

HYMN 454. C. M. 
JljLEST Jesus, when my soaring thoughts 

O'er all thy graces rove, 
How is my soul in transport lost. 

In wonder, joy, and love ! 
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2 Not softest strains can charm mine ean 

Like thy beloved name ; 
Nor aught beneath the skies inspire 
My heart with equal flame. 

3 Wher^^er I look, my wondering eyes 

UnnpmberM blessings see ; 
But what is life, with all its bliss, 
If OBce comparM to thee ? 

4 Hast. thou a rival in my breast f 

Search, Lord, for thou canst tell ; 
If aught can raise my passions thua^ 
Or please my soul so welU 

5 No. thou art precious to my hearty 

My portion and my joy ; 
For ever let thy boundless grace 
My sweetest thoughts employ* 

6 When nature faints, around my bed 

Let thy bright glories shine ; 
And death shall all his terrors lose, 
In raptures so divine. 

^ HYMN 455. L. MU 

IN glory bright the Saviour reigns, . 
And. endless grandeur there sustains ;- 
We view his beams, and from afar 
Hail him the bright the Morning-slar. 

2 Blest Star !. where'er his lustre shines. 
He all the soul with grace refines ; 
And makes each happy saint declare^. 
He is the bright, the Mof ning-star» 



3 Sweet Star! his inilaence nr divine; 
Life, peace, and joy attending shine f 
Death, bell, and sin, before him flee } 
The bright, the Morning,-star is he* 

4 Great Star! in whom salvation dwpHs^ 
His beam the thickest cloud dispels ; 
The grossest dai'kness flies afar. 
Before this bright, this Moming*star. 

5 Most glorious &ar ! be thou our guide. 
Nor from oui* souls thy splendour hide ; 
Let notbiD^thy sweet beams debar, 
Thou only bright and Morning-star* 

6 Eternal St^r! ouri^ongs shall rise, 
When we shall meet thee in the skies ; 
And, in eternal anthems, there 

Praise thee, the bright, the Morning-stan 

. HYMN 456. L. m: 

A.LL hail, thou great Imm^nuel ! 
Thy love, thy glory, who can tell f 
Angels, and all the heavenly host. 
Are in thdf boufidless prospect bst* 

3 Mortals, with revermtial songs. 

Take this dear name upoh your tongues^ 
With holy fe&r attempt his praise^ 
In solemn, yet trhitophaht lays. 

S Among la ffaouband forins of love,' '■■• -^ 
In which he shines and smiK'sabote^,' 
Thisw.ithpeculiarjoy we view, ■ ''-' * 
He^s Savid^s cpoc and'o&pringldo^ 



4 There Jesus, in the glorious plan. 

Shines^ the great God, the wond'rous man 
As God, the root of all our bliss, 
As man, the branch of righteousness. 

5 All hail, thou dear redeeming Lord t 
All hail, thou co-essential word ! 
All hail, thou root and branch divine ! 
All hail, and be the glory thine ! 

^ HYMN 457. 1. M. 

JtvEJOICE, ye Gentile saints, rejoice, 
Hymn to the Lord with grateful voice ; 
Knowing, thro' Christ, your sitis fbigiv'0| 
With songs pursue him to high heav'n. 

2 A way with gods of wood and stonCi 
Almighty is our Lord alone ; 

Ye, sneep of his peculiar care, « 
By grace alone, are what you are* 

3 Then join his favoured church below, 
Yi>ur obligations fijreat to show 5^ 

His praise in earthly courts proclaim, f. 
That strangers may revere bis name. 

4 Such doubly may pronounce him gpod^. 
For whom he shed his vital blood;. 
Nor shall a single soul be lost. 

For whom-Chnst paid so great a coit*,.: . 

^ HYMN 458. P* M^ ? . 

tyOME, ye saints, who here belolrv 1* 
Feel (He love of Jesus glow^ i^ 

Raise your 'down-caist eyes etlfl-lyieif^' aF 
Crowns of ^W^ \Lft\A.fct ^ou. 



Si Though your friends are hence rembv'd, 
They enjoy their btsi b' lov'd ; 
Feel his power, and heo his face, 
Basking in his glorious rays. 

3 Here they lov'd hi? voice to hear^ 
Which subdu'd their slavish fear ; 
Now they rest in L»ve divine, 
And in glory ever shine. 

4 O, the bliss, when all shall meet, 
Round the Saviour's mercy-seat ! 
Free from sin, and curse, and pain, 
Never more to part again. 

HYMN 459. L. M. 

W HAT matchless glory, and what grace^ 
We in the work of Jesus trace ! 
^Tis he the book of life un&eals, 
And all his father's will reveals. 

2 The ancient counsels of his throne, 
By him are to the saints made known ; 
And they with holy wonder view, 
God's thoughts of old their bliss pursue. 

3 Ere ancels fell, or time had birth. 
Or God to being spake the earth ; 

In Christ, as head, the saints were chose ; 
One glorious body to compose. 

4 Eternal as the Father's throne, 

Christ and his Church were view'd as one ; 
And, from this union, sweetly flows 
Infinite erace to worst of foes* 
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5 If on this base our hopes we ^^^ . 
Sure as his throne our soiils are t*|^*^' 
Nor can we fail on such a ground ; 
In Christ the whole we need is fouod. 

6 He as our head^ and husband too, 
Paid all to law and justice due ; 
And now ascended, on his throne. 
Our worthless names will surely owo^ 

7 Then let our souls in huaible praise, 
To Jesus lasting, anthems raise ; 
And love eternal be our song. 
While endless ages roll along. 

HYMN 460. C. M. 
"raise, O my soul, the living God ; 

Mv soul adore the Lambi 
For he has bought thee with his blood i 

Praise thou his glorious name. 

2 He has redeemed nay soul from hefl,^ 

By his atoning blood ; 
And causes me by feith to dwell 
In mansions near my God. 

3 He clothes me with his righteoQsiiess, 

That robe that's all divine ; 
And in this glorious God-like dress 
I shall for ever shine. 

4 Now here ascended upon high, 

Before the throne of Gfid ;: ' i 

He pleads for me ^Jowti \Jm» tkf r '■ . 
The iaeri\fr:^\ii»)B^ft^» - " • . ' *'- 
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B His love so boundless is to me 
I can't declare the same ; 
But I desire eternally 

To praise his glorious name. 

^ HYMN 461. C. M. 
J ESUS is ail my righteousness ; 

Yea, he himself is mine ; , 
Mv wed«'ing robe, my godlike dress, 

Where 1 foi: ever shine* 

2 Ho is my head ; from him doth Bow 

Supplies of life to me ; 
He is the ro(U on which I grow, 
Through him I firuitful be. 

3 He is the centre, where I shall 

For evermore abide ; 
He is my Jesus, and my ri^ll ; 
What can I want beside? 

4 His love so boundless is to me, 

I can't declare the same; 
But, I desire, that I may be 
A praise unto his name. 

HYMN 462. C. M. 

JL HOUGH o'er me multiplied distress; 

And waves of trouble roll, 
The Lord is still iny righteousness, 

The poWioii of my soul ! 

2 The Lord himself tome is given, 
What magnitude of bliss ! 
Rejoice with me, yelieiTs cli\Lt(Q?i^^% 
The Lord ioy portion u^ 



^ He^s mine by gift— by covenant mine 1 
My lifcj my 8trenji;ih, my bliss !-*- 
All blessings in my Lord combine, 
And he my portion is ! 

4 The law's no terror now to me, 
My righteousnes.<5 and peace, 
In Christ my bleeding Lord I see,. 
And he my portion is. 

$ Let others boast what they posses^, 
My only theme be this, 
In pleasure or in deep distress, 
The Lord my portion is ! 

6 He says, " on me cast all your care !" 
With such support as this, 
My soul the greatest grief can l>ear, 
The Lord my portion is. 

T When thus he speaks in accents swee^ 
And whispers, I am his, 
My soul the fiercest foe can meet. 
The Lord my portion is. 

Z Though earthly portions fade away 
And time itself shall cease. 
My heritage can ne'er decay,"^" 
The Lord my portion is ! 

9 When me to Jordan's waves he bringi 
(The veree of endless bliss !) 
E'en death itself, shall hear me sing) 
The \jiOtd isv^ f Qttioi^ ift ! 



HYMN 463. P. M. 
Jd ROM whence this fear and anbelief f 
Did not the father put to grief 

His spotless Son for me ? 
And will the righteous judge of men, 
Condemn me for that debt of sin, 

Whicii, Lord, was chwg'd on thee I 

9 Cofnplf te atonement thou hast made^ 
And to the utmost farthing paid, 

W h J.I f e'er thy people ow'd : 
Nor c^n Ms wrath on me take pIaoe». 
If sheltered in tby righteousnesSi 
And ratisom'd by thy blood. 

3 If thou hast my discharge procur'd^ 
And in the sinner's room endur'd 

The whole of v^^ratb divine : 
Payment he cannot fnr{c€ demand. 
Fits! at my bleeding itUrety.'a hand. 

And then again at mine. , 

4 If thou for me hast purchds'd feith^ - 
By thy obedience unto death, 

He; must the grace bestow : 
Would Israel's God a price i^ec^ivc, 
And not the purchased blessing give^t 

His justice answers, No ! 

]5 Turn then, my sou), unto thy rest ; 
The meri^qf:tfcy.great5liigh.pjie«tj . 

Hare^ughtitliy lih&rt^,i \. . ■ ' . , ,? 
Trust to his^fBka9ip^,bfog^^ - 
lior.feHr thy banishii^ivi uotCLV^^; 
Since Jesus died {or\];ie^* 



HYMN 464. C. M. 

felNCE my Riedeemer's name is love. 
Why should I doubt his grace ? 

He will not let my soul remove, 
Or Stan from {lis embrace. 

2 Girded bybim with strength divine, 
1 gladly urge my way, 
And more and more my path shall shine 
Unto the perfect day. ; ' 

-3 I cannot from the fold, depart,' . ., ^ 
For Jesus is my^^ide : » ■ •' ^ 

His law is graven on my heart. 

Nor shall my» footsteps slidev' V rj 

4 Who gave mc to believe in Hini ' * \ '" 
Shall still myfaiih maintain; ''. y '\ 
The feet of his redeemM he keeps. 
Nor lets them turn again. 

6 His right eousnesB,>nade freely nrih^,' * 
I shall foi' ^Vfer Wear : . '' ^ "■ 

The gifts and calling of iny.Gdd 
Without repentance are. 

^6 Complete in^hitrt; tho' Tn myself 
Polluted Srid unclean, 
J sing the blood tfedt make* my sins ■ 
As iho' they hfe'er had been'. 

i Me to enricbv'fifdrielf h(6 ttiadc- ' - 
Pooraiid 5f ridtsteeftfr ■ ■ •'■ '■■^' ^^ 
The sovrCfi; 4^ X*^« ^tsvrt^^^ 

OfaAitty\ovWvo\i\*v* ^ 



-"B He loved me not for my desert ; 
(I merited his hate) 
Nor shall the love a period know. 
Which never knew a date. 

^ By grace a free partaker made 
Of an immortal root, 
I know my branch shall never fade. 
Nor cease from yielding fruit. 

JO Glory and grace to them he gives, 
For whom he gave his Son : 
And God must cease from being lote, 
Ere he can hate his own. 

_ HYMN ^65. L. M. 

JjLESS'D jw6iJe«, how sweet's the souad 
'Tis joyful news to all around ; 
It sets the prisoner/rc«, and breaks 
Old Satan's yoke from off their necks. 

3 Sweet is the sound of sacred rest, 
Nor sin, nor death, disturbs my breast ; 
The year o[ jubilee proclaim, 
I'm safe preserv'd in Jesu's name. 

3 Hail, Jiifciifc / thou joyful year, 
Which brings glad tidings to the car; 
Of peace unto the troubled breast, 
And to the weary captive rest. 

4 Sweet Jesus-^jubilee of peace, 
Haste and the fettered soul release ; 
Let those in trouble now fast bound. 
Both hear and know lhfe\o^lv\vwsA> 



5 Praise him ye tribes of Israel bless^d^ 
Praise Jesus— jubilee of rest ; 
Praise him who sits as Israelis King, 
And in his name rejoice and sing. 

6 Blessed Jubilee of constant rest, 

In heaven above there all are blessed j 
III Jesti's presence each will spend 
A jubilee that ne'er will end. 

HYMN 466. C. M. 

XlARK, 'tis the- voice of wisdom; hear 
The sweet Di»^lodious sound ; 

To me, ye thirsty souls, repair ; 
Mv table now surround. 

2 Ho ! to the waters all that pant 

For the refreshing stream : 
My wine and milk« which help the faint^ 
Most freely flows for them. 

3 Here's plenty of forgiving grace 

For those who have no worth ; 
Convinr'd of sin, come take your place ; 
For you it is set forth. 

4 Come without price, and buy my food^ 

For you a cheap repast : 
But purchas'd with my precious blood. 
And grace prepares the feast. 

„ HYMN 467. L. M. 

JtliGH on a throne of glory bright, 
Abovi^ the glittering worlds of light. 
Our Jesus now exalted reigns, 
And his unriv^Wd slate maintains ! 



2 His glory shone unnumbered yearfl, 
Before he tun'd the rolling spheres f 
His human glories, and divmei 
Shall to eternal ages shine ! 

3 His pow'r the whole creation rules, 
And all things for his church controls ! 
He guides the storm, he rules the flood, 
As best shall work for Zion^s good ! * 

4 FixM oh the triumphs of his Cross, 

His kingdom shall sustain no loss ; * 

Wide shall he make his conquests known, 
Till all earth^s kingdoms are his own i 

5 His name« that dear illustrious name, 
Once on the cross exposed to shame, 
On earth is for salvation giv'n, 

And hymn'd by all the choir of heav'n ! 

6 Exalted Jesus ! while we praise 

Thy matchless grandeur, pow'r, and grace*, 
The hope thy glory to behold, 
Fills us with joys that can't be told ! 

7 Immortal Saviour ! come, we pray. 
O'er all the earth thy sceptre sway ! 
Thy kingdom come; we long to see, 
That we may live and reign with thee ! 

HYMN 468. L. JVI. 

A.RT thou mv Father ? Then no more 
My sins shall tempt* me to despair ; 

My Father pities and forgives. 
And hears a child's repentant prayer. 
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2 Art thou my Father ? Let me strive 

With all my poweis to learn thy will; 
To make thy service all my care, 
And all thy wise commands fulfil. 

3 Art thou my Father ? Teach my heart 

Compassion for another's wo, 
And ever to each child of thine 
A brother's tenderness to show. 

4 Art thou my Father ? Then I know 

When pain, or want, or griefs oppress, 
They come but from a Father's hand. 
Which wounds to heal, afflicts to bless. 

6 Art thou my Father ? Then in doubt 
And darkness, when 1 grope my way, 
A light shall shine upon my path, 
And make my darkness like the day. 

6 Art thou my Father ? Then no more 
Tremble my soul at death's alarms ; 
He comes, a messenger of love, 
To bear me to a fether's arms. 

HYMN 469. P. M. 
J ESUS the Saviour praise, 
Who left his throne above ; 
Bring^him, ye saints, your choicest lays 
iTor all his love. *^^ 

For his beloved bride, 
That he might make her free, 
He hung and bled, and groaned aoddied^ 
On yonder tree. 



Jesus ihe Saviour praise, 
Who rose and left the dead 
And lives, ihrough everlasting days, 
Our glorious head. 
All pow'r to him belongs; 
All grace in him abounds; 
Praise him in grateful, cheerful songs, 
With sweetest sounds. 

Jesus the Saviour praise ; 
All praises are his due, 
Whose love and grace, and righteousness^ 
Are ever new. r- 

He was, and is the same, 
And ever more shall be ; t. 

And saints shall sound aloud his fame, 
Eternally. 

Jesus the Saviour praise : 
He'll ne'er forsake his sheep j 
But in his peaceful, pleasant ways, _■ ^ ; 
Their footsteps keep ; ' 

He wjll his lambs defend, 
When wolves and lions roar ; ". \. 

And be their faithful, constant friends ** 
For evermore* 

HYMN 470. P. M. ■::{ 

X ES, 1 J^ha II soon be landed 

On yonder sho^^spf bliss ; .i ;V 

There with my powers expanded, ;. 
Shall dwell wbere>Jesus is. 
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3 Yes, I shall soon be seated, 
With Jesus on his throne ; 
My foes be all defeated, 
And sacred peace made known* 

3 With Father, Son, and Spirit, 

I shall for ever reign ; 
Sweet joy and peace inherit, 
And ey^ry good obtain. 

4 I soon shall reach the harbour. 

To which I speed my way ; 
Shall cease from all my labour, 
And there for ever stay. 

5 Sweet Spirit, guide me over 

This life's tempestuous sea 
Keep me, O holy lover, 

For I confide on thee. ■ 

6 O that in Jordan's swelling, 

I may he help'd to sing; 
And pass the river telling. 
The triumphs of my King, 

HYMN 471. S. M. 
XXAD 1 ten thousand tongues, 

They^d all be far too few 
To give* my Jesus all the praise 

And glory to him due. 

2 Had I seraph's voice, 
Hadi ah atigel's power, 
Pd strain- (hem bdth,'to sing his name ; 
Yet would my songs be poor. 



3 His love immense, I see ! 

Shines through his gaping wouni^ 
And in his biller, dying groans, 
Melodious mercy sounds ! 

4 He left his shining throne, 

Embraced the gloomy grave. 
And lodg'd within the arms of deatbi 
My guilty soul to save. 

6 By death he death o'ercame ; 
Then rose in triumph high: 
He lives in radiant glory now ! 
He lives ! no more to die ? 

6 Hail, glorious victor! hail ! 
I joy to see thee crown'd! 
When I this darksome valley leavei 
May 1 with thee be found. 

J- ^ HYMN 472. L. M. 
tl ESUS, ray God, thy name I bless. 
And triumph in thy righteousness; 
Thy person is divinely fair, 
No mortal can with thee compare. 

2 Although 1 know thee but in part, 
Thy love has overcome my heart ; 
What will it be when 1 shall rise, 
To dwell with thee in paradise ? 

3 Ifglobesof gold were own'd by me, 
Pd sooner part with all than thee; 
For when these perish ^till t^XHI art. 
Nor can thy glories e'er depart. 
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4 O wretch I was that e'er I should. 
Oppose a Lord so great and good; 
What could my heart be set upon. 
That could compare with God's dear Soi 

6 Yet ever blessed be my Lord, 
Although he saw me in my blood ; 
He passed by, and bid me live, 
And did the choicest blessiQgs give. 

6 Haste, haste my days, your number fill, 
Glide on as swifdy as ye will ; 
I long to see the God 1 love. 
And ever dwell with him above. 

HYMN 473. L. M. 
i HANKS, Oh ! my God, for grace divi 

Which has restored my soul afresh; 
Once more to see thy glories shine 

In Christ my heacl, my righteousness. 

2 Thine ancient settlements of -grace, 

Delight my heart, and fire my love ; 
While 1 can see my Lord engage 
To bring me to himself above. 

3 Yes, he engaged, who knew the cost. 

And paid it with his precious life ; 
Our ancient oneness ne'er was lost, 
The Church was given as his wijem 

4 Oh ! i^acred act of sovereign love ! 

My soul, and Christ the Lord are one ; 
This mamage kxvo\.via^& lied above^ 
The Fal\v« g^x^iaft v^\i&'^'^^v 



5 Before Creation's beauties rose, 

My life was hid with Christ in God ; 
Then on him, Oh ! my soul repose, 
For thou art safe beneath his blood. 

6 My Lord, my peace, my righteousness, 

Thy glorious Person I adore ! 
And triumph in that spotless dress, 
Which clothes my soul for evermore* 

HYMN 474. P. M. 
Jr ONT of life and love supreme, 
Ev'ry prophet's darling themey 
Adam, offspring of the dust. 
Saw him in the promise first. 

2 Abel's blood did vengeance cry. 
But faith to Jesus turns her eye ; 
'Twas with him, as we're told, 
Enoch walk'd in days of old. 

3 Moses, in the bush on flame. 
Saw him, blessings on his name ; 
Good old Jacob did as well 

Of our Jesus long foretell. 

4 In his death Isaiah saw 
Honours plac'd upon the law ; 
Daniel, ere his weeks pass'd by, 
Saw the great Messiah die. 

5 David did the strain prolong, 
And of Jesus was his song ; - -^ r 
All, all the saints in days of cdd^' ^ - ; 
Of his coming sweetly told, - ■ ' ^.;. 



6 Paul proclaimed his bleeding cros^i 
Counted all beside as dross ; 
John beheld his glory too, 
Sinners ! full of grace for you. 

jj HYMN 475. L. M. 

JxOW sweet lo wait uf)on the Lord^ 
How sweet to read his holy word; 
'Tis doubly sweet when I can feed. 
And find the promise that I need. 

2 This warms my soul, demands my praise f 
It makes mc to adore his grace. 

And say, can such a wretch as I 
Approach to spotless purity ? 

3 Yes, come and welcome, do not doubt, 
For Christ declares he'll cast none out ; 
Although thy sins resemble snnd, 

He paid what Justice did demand. 

4 What room for doubt, what need for feaPf 
His precious words of grace now heai^ — 
"Who is a God like unto mc ? 

ni pardon your iniquity. 

5 My soul, what will not this suffice ? 
Far beyond reason thou must rise ; 
Believe what God the Father says. 
To him alone commit thy ways. 

6 His arm shall guide thee through this land, 
And bring thee to his own right hand ; 
His promise you believe while here. 

Yet ^tis tlbe s\x\)&\.^xv&^ ^^MHlhave there. 



HYMN 476. P. M, 
«l ESUS is my great high priest, 
Bears my name upon bis breast, 
And that we may never part 
I am sealM upon his heart. 

"2 Light and love from Jesus flow, 
He is my perfection too ; 
I upon his shoulders rest. 
With his counsel I am blest. 

3 All my sins were on him thrown, 
He forme did once atone ; 

He did all my debts discharge, 
And has set my soul at large. 

4 I to him my sins confess, 
Carry to him my distress, 
And though great my evils are 
He preserves me from despair. 

i He the vail has rent in twain, 
Through his flesh I enter in ; 
And with him for ever rest 
In the Lord's most holy place. 

6 Jesus ever, ever lives, 

As my adovocate he pleads ; 

I can never, never die, 

While he lives enthroned on high. 

7 He has bought me with his blood, 
Reconcil'd my soul to God ; 
Made me meet for glory too. 
And will bring me safely through. 



HYMN 477. L. M. 

VV AKK thou my sword ! Jehovah said. 
It woke, obey'd the high command ; 

And balh'd in blood on Jesus' head. 

Smote down the man of God's right band* 

2 Why lca[)'dthe Made from mercy's sheath? 

Why wrapt for slaughter gleam'd the swori 
That kills, and makes alive from death ? 
What rous'd the vengeance of the Lord? 

3 Stern justice drev/ the weapon forth : 

Soft incrcy aim'd the mortal blow : 
Then judgment past on all the earth: 
Now, truth a seaPd release can show. 

4 All hail ! great plan of plans divine ! 

First counsels of the mighty God ! 
Before all worlds this one design 
Was gravM on archives, writ in blood. 

5 The heav'ns may perish ; earth decay ; 

Suns turn to night ; and moons wax pale 
Th' Ahnightylove of Calv'ry's day. 
The blood of Christ can never fail. 

6 What he began, ere lime begun, 

Eternity shall but complete ; 
Nor hell in arms against the Son, 
The triumphs of the cross defeat. 



C 



nYiMN 478, P. M. 

LAP jour liands, j'e people all. 
Praise ihe God on wl^wrv -^-c cvdl ;^ , 
Lilt vour vakeauA%WvvvV\^\iV!8ivwtC 

Triumi)h iu his sQVtevijjv ^j*s.^« 



S Jesus Is gone up on high, 
Takes his seat above the sky ; 
Shout the angel choirs aloud, 
Echoing to the trump of God! 

3 Sons of men the triumph join, 
Praise him with the hosts divine ; 
Emulate the heav'nly pow'rs, 
Their victorious Lord, is ours. 

4 Shout the God enthroned above, 
Trumpet fourth his conqVing love ; 
Praises to our Jesus sing, 
Praises to our glorious king ! 

5 Pow'p is all to Jesus giv'n, 

Pow'r o'er hell, and earth, and heav'n j 

Jesus, power to us impart, 

Then weHl praise with all our heart. 

HYMN 47 P. S. M. 
A. HY covenant, O Lord, 

In all things orderM sure ; 
And founded on a steadfast hope, 
For ever shall endure. 

2 The word is giv'n " I will ;" 
And who shall let thy hand 2 
The purpose of eternal grace, 
It must estahlisliM stand. 

5 Isr'el shall know the Lord, 
The Gentiles trust in thee ; 
All people, nations, kindreds, tongues, 
The great salvation see. 



4 Thy grace, thy mercy, truth, 
D^'rnand the grateful song ; 
Let earth begin the blessed theme, 
And heav'n the strain prolong. . 

/ HYMN 480. C- M. 

^ A.LL gracious Lord, we sing thy ; 
A love more strong than death : 
The testament divine was scaPd 
With thy expiring breath. 

' 2 HaJI, Mediator, Saviour, hail ! 
We bless the ransom giv'n; 
For us, for all was freely paid. 
The richest blood ofbeav'n. 

3 By thee, O Christ, from death redee 

Thy blood must sure prevail ; 
Nor death in bondage to the foe 
Shall cause our life to fail. 

4 Wake then a song, the noblest song 

Let heav'n and earth rejoice, 
The dead shall live ; the graves sha 
Salvation, in thy voice. 

' HYMN 481. C. M. 

JtlAIL ! high, exalted righteous m 
First of the ways of God ! 

Whose work of love in thee began. 
As witnessed by thy blood. 

2 Before the sons of God declared 
With shouts their solemn joy ; 
Or songs o^ moTOtv^^vax^ were hear 
As p\sre VwSaoxyX ^Vyj \ 



3 Thy early day proclaim'd thee then, 

The first born child of grace; 
Great representative of men, 
Before the Father's face. 

4 The great invisible we see, 

In thee, and thee alone : 
To men, and aneels out of thee. 
The Godhead is unknown. 

5 God's noble works shine in thy face, 

Thou his infinite thought ; 
Creation, providence, and grace. 
In thee, decreed and wrought. 

HYMN 482. C. M. 

JL HE Lord my shepherd, and my guide, 

Will all my wants supply j 
In safety I shall still abide 

Beneath his watchful eye. 

2 Amid the verdant flow'ry meads 

He makes my sweet repose ; 
When painM with thirst, he gently leads 
Where living water flows. 

3 If from his fold I thoughtless stray, 

He leads the wandVer home ; 

And shows my erring feet the way, 

Where dangers cannot come. 

4 Though hastening to the silent tomb, 

And death's dark shades appear, 
Thy presence, Lord, sha^^cheer the gloom] 
And banish every fear. ^ 

5 No evil can my soul dis^w* 

While I am acar my God j 



The strength and comfort of my way 
Hisstafiend guiding rod. 

6 Thy favours compass me around ; 

Thou giv^st me peace and food ; 
By thee my growing life is crownM 
With ev'ry needful good. 

7 Thus let thy love, extenr^ed still 

Through all my futn j days, 
Keep me obedient to ly will, 
And fervent in thy aise. 

HYMN 485. C. M. 
ijlJ.Y soul, triumphant in the Lord, 

Proclaim thy joys abroad ; 
And march with holy vigour on, 

Supported by thy God. 

2 Thro' all the winding maze of life 

His hand has been my guide ; 
And in that long experienced care 
My heart shall still confide. 

3 His grace through all the desert flows 

An unexhausted stream ; 
That grace on Zion's sacred mount 
Shall be my endless theme. 

4 Beyond the choicest joys of time 

Thy courts on earth I lovc^ 
But Oh ! T burn with strong desire 
To view thy house above. 

t Joining with all the shining band. 
My soul would there adore ; 
A pular in thy temple fix'd. 

To bt raAdVdtL^ mqce^ 



HYMN 484. L. M. 

W AIT, O my soul, thy Maker's will, 
Tumultuous passions, all be still! 
Nor l<^t a murmVing thought arise ; 
His ways are just, his couosels wise. 

2 Thick darkness round his throne he draws^ 
His work performs, conceals the cause ; 
But, though his methods are unknown, 
Judgment and truth support his throne* 

3 In heav'n and earth, and air, and seas^ 
He executes his firm decrees ; 

And by his saints it stands confest| 
That what he does is ever best. 

4 Wait then, my soul, submissive wait. 
Prostrate before his awful seat ; 
And, 'midst the terrors of his rod, 
Trust in a wise and gracious God. 

HYMN 485. C. M. 

J/HIS is the day the Lord hath madey 

The day he calls his own ; 
Let heav'n rejoice, let earth be glad, 

And praise surround the throne. 

2 To-day he rose and left the dead, 

And Satan's empire fell ; 
To-day the saints his triumph spread, 
And all his wonders tell* 

3 Bless'd be the Lord who comes to men, 

With messages of ^race. 
Who comes, in God Jehovah's name, 
To save our sinful race. 

4 Hosanna in the highest strains^ 

The chm'cb on earth can raise ^ 



The highest heavens, in which he reigns, 
Shallgive him nobler praise. 

HYMN 486. L. M. 
1 LOVE the sacred book of God ; 

No other can its place supply : 
It points me to the saints' abode : 

It gives me wings, and bids me Oy» 

2 Sweet book ! in thee my eyes discern 

The image of my absent Lord : 
From thine instructive page I learn. 
The joys his presence will afford* 

3 In thee I read my title clear 

To mansions that will ne'er decay. 
My Lord ! O when will he appear 
And bear his prisoner far away 1 

4 Then shall I need thy li^ht no more. 

For thine to clearer light will yield ; 
When I have reached the heav'nly shore^ 
The Lord himself will stand reveaPd. 

5 When 'midst the throne celestial plac'd, 

The bright original! see, 
From which thy sacred page was trac'd, 
Sweet book ! Pve no more need of thee* 

HYMN 487. L. M. 
J ESUS, thou dearest, sweetest name 
The ear can hear or tongue proclaim i 
Saviour of Men and Christ of Ood ! 
What rich perfume it spreads abroad ! 

S 'Tis balsam to the bleeding heart. 
When pain'd by sorrow's keenest dart, 
A cordial to the fainting soul; 
It makes iVie YioMtA^^ ^\\t\Vv(hole« 



"'t. 



3 It calms our passions, dries our tears, 
The miod disconsolate it cheers ; 
'Tis strong support, and sure relief, 
In hours of greatest guilt and grief. 

4 And whither should the guilty fly, 
Where should their confidence rely. 
But on his name, who to obtain 
The pardon of their sins, was slain f 

3 Or where should saints, in deep distress, 
When sorrows rise and dangers press, 
Where should they lean but on bis breast, 
Their faithful and their kind High Priest ? 

6 His name our powerful foes shall quell, 
'Twill raise our hopes, our fears dispel ; 
From ^Qrst of ills 'tis our defence, 
And all our blessings flow from thence. 

7 Sure 'ds the sweetest, dearest name 

The heart can know, the tongue proclaim ! 
Saviour of Men and Christ ofOod ! 
What rich perfume it spreads abroad ! 

HYMN 488. P- M.^ 

JtlAD I ten thousand gifts besidCj^' 
I'd cleave to Jesus crucified. 

And build on him alone ; 
For no foundation is there giv'n. 
On which I'd place my hopes of heav'n, 

But Christ the comer-stone* 

2 Possessing Christ, I all possess. 
Wisdom and strength and righteousness, 



:^ 



And sanctity complete ; 
Bol J in his name I dare draw nigb 
Before the Ruler of the sky, 

And all his justice meet. 

._ HYMN 489. C M. 

JL E humble souls, approach your God 

With songs of sacred praise. 
For he is good, supremely good, 

And kind are all his ways* 

2 All nature owns his guardian cafte, 

In him we live and move ; 
But nobler benefits declare 
The wonders of his love. 

3 He gave his Son, his only Son, 

To ransom rebel worms ; 
'Tis here he makes his goodness known 
In its diviner forms. 

4 To this sure refuge, Lord, we come, 

'Tis here our hope relies ; 
A safe defence, a peaceful home. 
When storms and troubles rise* 

5 Thine eye beholds, with kind regard. 

The souls who trust in thee ; 
Their humble hope thou wilt reward 
With bliss divinely free. 

6 Great God, to thy unchanging love 

What honours shall we raise ! 
Not all the raptur'd sones above 
Can render equal praise. 

^ HYMN 490. C. M. 

L/OME, thou desire of all thy saiats, 
Our humbe strains attend : 
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While with our praises and complaints 
Low at thy feet we bend. 

2 When we thy wondVous glories heafi 
And all thy sufferings trace, 
What sweetly awful scenes appear ! 
What rich unbounded grace ! 

S How should our songs, like those above, 
With warm devotion rise ! 
How should our souls, on wingR of love 
Mount upwards to the skies ! 

4 Come, Lord, thy love alone can raise 

In us the heav'nly flame ; 
Then shall our lips resound thy praise, 
Our hearts adore thy name. 

5 Dear Saviour, let thy glory shine, 

And fill thy dwellings here, 
'Till life, and love, and joy divine, 
A heav'n on earth appear. 

HYMJNf 491. C. M. 

JjEHOLD the Saviour of mankind, 

NaiPd to the shameful tree ; 
How vast the love that him inclinM 

To bleed, and die for me ! 

2 Hark, how he groans ! while nature shakeig 

And earth's strong pillars bend ; 
The temple's veil in sunder breaks, 
The solid marbles rend. 

3 'Tis done ! the precious ransom's paid^ 

J^ Receive my soul," he cries ! 



O THE transcendent love 

A sinless Savioursliows! 
For enemies his bowels move, 

His heart with pity glows4 

2 Jesus invited near 

The vilest of our race ; 
He bids the ereatest sinner bear 
The gospel of his grace. 

3 Let Pharisees ezclaim, 

And all this grace despise ; 
But we will love ihc Savionr's namej 
'Tis wond'rous in our eyes. 

4 Yes, to life's utmost end 

Thy soY'reizn. grace we'll show. 
And own thee fo1^ the sinner's Friend, 

And sin's eternal foe. 

HYM^■ 493. L. M. 
V E humble souls, complain no more 
Let faith survev vour future store : 



3 In vain the sons of wealth and pride 
Despise your lot, your hopAf deride : 
In vain they boast their little stores ; 
Trifles are theirs, a kingdom yours* 

4 A kingdom of immense delight, 
Where health, and peace, and joy unite ; 
Where undeclining pleasures rise. 

And ev'ry wish hath full supplies. 

5 A kingdom which can ne'er decay, 
While time sweeps earthly thrones away 
The state which pow'r and truth sustain, 
Unmov'd for ever must remain* 

6 There shall your eyes with rapture view 
The glorious friend that died for you ; 
That died to ransom, died to raise. 

To crowns of joy and songs of praise. 

HYMN 494. C. M. 

jcIlND did the holy and the just, 
The Sovereign of the skies, 

Stoop down to wretchedness and dust, 
That guilty worms might rise ? 

IS Yes, the Redeemer left his throne. 
His radiant throne on high, 
Surprising mercy ! love unknown ! 
To suffer, bleed, and die* 

3 He took the dying traitor's place, 
And suffered in his stead ; 
For man, (O miracle of grace !) 
For man the Saviour bled. 



4 Dear Lord, what heavenly wonders dw 

In thy atoning blood ! 
By this are sinners snatched from bell. 
And rebels brought to God. 

5 Jesus, my soul adoring; bends 

To love so full, 80 free j 
And may I hope that love extends 
Its sacred powV to me ? 

6 What glad return can I impart 

For favours so divine ? 
O take my all — this worthless heart, 
And make it only thine. 

^^j, HYMN 495. L. M. 

W HEN I survey the wondVous crosi 
On which the Prince of Glory died, 

My richest gain I count but loss, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 

2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 

Save in the death of Christ my God : 
All the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice them to his blood. 

3 See from his head, his hands, his feet. 

Sorrow and love flow mingled down ! 
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet ? 
Or thrones compose so rich a crown 

4 Were theiwhole realm of nature mine. 

That were a present far too small ; 
Love so amazing, so divine, 

Demands my soul, my life, my alK 






IHTMN 496. L. M. 
V^OME, dearest Lord, descend and dwell, 

By faith and love, in ev'ry breast ; 
Then shall we know, and taste, and feel 

The joys that cannot be expressed. 

Come, fill our hearts with inward strength, 
Make our enlarged souls embrace 

The depth and height, and breadth, and length 
Of thine unmeasurable grace. 

Now to the God whose pow'r can do 
More than our thoughts or wishes know. 
Be everlasting honours done, 
By all the the church, thro^ Christ his Son. 

HYMN 497. S. M. 

jL our harps, ye trembling saints, 

Down from the willows take ; 
Loud to the praise of love divine 

Bid evVy string awake* 

Though in a foreign land, 

We are not far from home, 
And nearer to our house above 

We ev'ry moment come. 

His grace will to the end 

Stronger and brighter shine. 
Nor present things, nor things to come, 

Shall quench the love divine* 

Blest is the man, O God, 

, That stays himself on thee ! 
Who waits for thy salvation; Lord; 

Shall tbjr lalyaUon see* 



HYMN 498. C. M. • 
In all my troubles sharp and strong, 

My soul to Jesus flies ; 
My anchor-hold is firm in him 

When swelling billows rise. 

2 His comforts bear my spirits up» 

I trust a faithful God ; 
The sure foundation of my hope 
Is in my Saviour's blood. 

3 Loud hallelujahs sing, my soul. 

To thy Redeemer's name ; 
In joy and sorrow, life and death. 
His love is still the same. 

HYMN 499. C. M. 
JL HE Gospel comes with welcome news 

To sinners lost like me : 
Their various schemes let others choose; 
Saviour, I come to thee ! 

2 Of sinners sure I am the chief, 

But grace is rich and free, 
This lovely truth affords relief 
To sinners, ev'n to me. 

3 Of merit now let others speak, 

But merit I have none; 
I'm justified for Jesu's sake, 
I'm sav'd by grace alone. 

4 'Twas grace my stubborn heart first won 

'Tis gr^ce xVv^V Vir^ld^ me fest : 
Grace w\\\ co\x\^\%\a >Xv& '^Q^\^^'^gateL^ 
And save m© Vi ^^Naax% 



5 Then shall my soul with rapture trace, 
What God hath done for me ; 
And celebrate redeeming grace, 
Throughout eternity. 

HYMN 500. C. M. 

vJURGod, how firm his promise stands^ 

In Jesus shines his face. 
He trusts in our Redeemer's hands 

His glory, and his grace. 

2 Then why, my soul, these sad complaints. 

Since Christ and we are one ! 
Thy God is faithful to his saints. 
Is faithful to his Son. 

3 Beneath his smiles my heart has liv'd, 

And part of heav'n possessed ; 
I praise his name for grace received. 
And trust him for the rest. 

HYMN 501. CM. 

J ESUS, in thee our eyes behold 

A thousand glories more 
Than the rich gems and polished gold 

The sons of Aaron wore. 

2 They first their own burnt-oflPrings brought 
To purge themselves from sin ; 
Thy life was pure without a spot, 
And all thy nature clean. 

'3 Fresh blood, as constant as the day, 
Was on their altar spilt ; 
But thy one ofTring takes away 
For ever all our guilt. 



Before the golden throae. 

But Jesus, with his own shed blood. 
Ascends above the skies, 
And in the presence of our God 
Shows his own sacrifice. 

r Jesus, the King of Glory, reigns 
On Sion's heav'nlv hill ; 
Looks like a Lamb tliat has been eI 
And wears his priesthood still. 

8 He ever lives to intercede, 
Before his Father's face ; 
Give him, my soul, thy cause to pic 
Nor doubt the Father's grace. 

HYMN 502. C. M. 
jHOW bright these glorious spirit) 

Whence all their while amy ? 
How came they to the blissful seati 



3 Now, with triumphal palms they stand 

Before the throue on high, 
And serve the God they love, amidst 
The glories of the sky» 

4 His presence fillft pach heart with joy. 

Tunes ev'ry mouth to sing; 
By day, by night, the sacred courts 
With glad hosanoa^s ring. 

5 Hunger and thirst are felt no more^ 

Nor suns with scorching ray ; 
God is their sun, whose cheering beams 
Diffuse eternal day. 

6 The Lamb that dwells amidst the throne 

Shall o^er them still preside ; 
Feed them with nourishment divine, 
And all their footsteps guide. 

7 'Mong pastures green heMl lead his flock, 

Where living streams appear ; 
And God the Lord from ev'ry eye 
Shall wipe off ev'ry tear. 

HYMN 503. C. M. 

jL he best of wisdom is to know 

The Father in the Son ; 
The best of power is to bow 

To what the Lord has done. 

2 The best of prayer, is to pray 
That we may still believe ; 
The best of patience, is to stay 
'Till we a crown receive. 



3 The best of watching, is to watch 

Against the world and sin : 
The best of preaching, is to preach 
Jesus, and only him* 

4 Then let my soul enjojr tlie bestf 

For that is best for me ; 
And let me find no lasting rest, 
But when I rest in thee* 

^^ HYMN 504. C. M. 

l\{lY God, thy service well demands 

The remnant of my days ; 
Why was this fleeting breath renew'd. 

But to renew thy praise ? 

2 Thine arms of everlasting love 

Did this weak frame sustain ; 
When life was hov'ring o'er the grave, 
And nature sunk with pain* 

3 Thou, when the pains of death were felt. 

Didst chase the fears of hell ; 
And teach my pale and quivering lips 
Thy matchless grace to tell. 

4 Calmly I bow'd my fainting head 

On thy dear faithful breast ; 
Pleas'd to obey my Father's call 
To his eternal rest* 

5 Into thy hands, my Saviour God, 

Did I my soul resign : 
In firm dependence on that truth. 
Which made salvation .mine. 



6 Back from the borders of the grave, 
At thy command I cotoe : 
Nor will I urge a speedier flight, 
To my celestial home. 

r Where thou;tktenftin'st mine abode, 
There would I choose to be ; 
For in thy presence death is life, 
And earth is heaven with thee. 

-. HYMiV 505. P. M. 

JLS this my Jesus, this my God, 
Whose body, all o'er stain'd with blood. 

Hangs on th' accursed tree ? 
W^ho bows his head, opprest with pain ; 
But midst italld/pih not complain? 

Yes, O my soul, 'tis he ! 

2 Is this my Saviour, this my Lord, 
Whose feet and hands with nails are bor'd. 

And fasten^ to the tree ; 
Whose sacred head with thorns is crown'd, 
Whose pierced side receives the wound ? 

Yes, O my soul, His he ! 

3 Is this my bleeding sacrifice, 

Who bows his head and calmly dies, 

High lifted on the tree ; 
Unknown by Gentiles, scoff 'd by^Jews, 
Whom almost all mankind refuse ? 

Yes, O my soul, His he ! 

4 And shall mv soul again forget 
His love so iree, immensely great ? 

2 M 2 



Oh !— never let it be ! 
But let me always «ee the Lamb, 
And truly praise his gracious name 

To all eternity. 

HYMN 506. L. M. 

VV HILE here on earth PmcallM to 
I'll praise my God from day to day ; 
Jesus hath washed away my sin, 
And made my soul complete in him. 

2 When I am brought before his throne, 
I'll sing the wonders he hath done ; 
And join with all the ransom'd race, 
To praise the riches of his grace. 

3 Thro' all eternity I'll view 

My Jesus, and aumire him too ; 
Praise shall attune my warbling tongu 
And grace, free grace, be all my song. 

HYMN 507. L. M. 
tl ESUS, sweet name — no name so de 
No ))eauty can with him compare : 
Chief of ten thousand is my Lord; 
Thou art the all-creating word : 
Thou art alive ; sweet words to tell : 
Thou hast the keys of death and hell. 

2 Soon shall I reach my heavenly homei 
Within the New Jerusalem ; 
And shout free grace with those above 
And view my Jesus whom I love : 
There sing and praise, and with him b 
To speud ^ loTv^ ^^^mity. 



.J— HYMN 508. C, M- 

XxOW sweet, how heif'niy is the sight, 
When those who love the Lord 

In one anotlicr's peace delight, 
And so fuljil his word ! 

2 O may we feel each brother's sigh, 

And with him bear a part : 
May sorrows flow from eye to eye, 
And joy from heart to heart. 

• 

3 Free us from envy, scorn, and pride, 

Our wishes fix above ; 
May each his brother's failings hide, 
And show a brother's love. 

4 Let love, in one delightful stream, 

Thro' ev'ry bosom flow ; 
And union sweet, and dear esteem. 
In ev'ry action glow. 

5 Love is the golden chain that binds 

The happy souls above ; 
And he's an heir of heaven that find* 
His bosom glow with love. 

HYMN 509. L. M. 

X WAS Jesu's last and great command- 
*' Go, preach my word in ev'ry land j 
" To all be my salvation shown, 
" To ev'ry creature make it known. 

2, " While thus employ'd, expect my grace 
** Attending you from place to place ; 
" Where'er you meet, expect me there— 
fUa church, or house, or open air#'^^ 



Accept our praise, and hear our pra 

-j^ HYMN 510. L. M, 

SS OW let our souls, on wings sub! 
Rise from the vanities of time ; 
Draw back the parting veil, and see 
The glories of eternity. 

S Born by a new celestial birth, 
Why should we grovel here oa eartl 
Why grasp at transitory toys, 
So near to heaven's eternal joys ? 

3 Should aught beguile us on the road, 
When we are walking back to God 
For strangers into life we come, 
And dying is but going home. 

4 Welcome, sweet hour of full discbai 



^ HYMN 511. S. M. 

VJREAT God, at thpr command 

Seasons in order rise : 
Thy pow'rand love in concert reign 

Through earth, and seas, and skies. 

2 How balmy is the air, 

How warm the solar beams ! 
And to refresh the ground, the rains 
Descend in gentle streams. 

3 With grateful praise we own 

Thy providential hand, 
While grass for kine, and herb and coro, 
For men, enrich the land. 

4 But greater still the gift 

Of thine incarnate Son : 
By him forgiveness, pe^ce and joy, 
Thro' endless ages run. 

' HYMN 512. P. M. 

r ATHER, through thy Son receive 

Our grateful Sacrifice, 
All the wants of all that live. 

Thine open hand supplies : 
Fills the world with plenteous food— 

For the riches of thy grace, 
Take, thou universal King, 

The universal praise* 

ElTD OF THB HTMNI. 
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AND let this feeble body rail\ 
Away with our sorrow aiiil.f<i;ar 
Arise and hail the happy dayi. 
All glory to our gracious Lordv- 
AwakPt our souls, away our feait \ 
Angels roll the rock away 
Awake my soul, littup thine eye* 
As showers on meadows oewly mown 
AgbTu the Lord of life and light 
Ah ! when shall I aw«ke 
All ye that pass by to Jesus dirnw nigh 
Amusing grace ! bow sweet the sonnd 
Arise, my soul^ my joyful |K>wen 
Another six day^' work is done 
As far as Adam's curse took place . 
Awake my soul in heavenly }i>y8 
Awake my powers to sing of hirn 
Adam our Father and our Head ' 
Awake, my soul, in joyful lays 
And am 1 blest with Jeso's love 
Afflicted saint, to Christ draw hear^ 
Aloud we sing the wond'rDUs grace 
And can my heart aspire so high 
A fulness resides ^ 
As we advance in wisdom's ways n;^ 
And iBttdftheavenl and am 1 there ... 



Ab all meD once in Adam fell i 346 ^ 

As when the weary traveller gains 352 

And is the Gospel peace and^love 361 

' Angels attend, and join the song . 363 

As bread recruits our wasting frames 372 

Away, my unbelieving Fear 380 *-• 

All hail, the ever-glad^nlng morn 387 

All hail, thou great first born 406^ 

Awake, my tongue, thy tribute bring 407 

Awake, ye saints, and raise your eyes 446 

All hail, thou great Immannel 456 

Art thou my Father, then no more 468 

All gracious Lord, we sing thy love 480w^ 

And did tlie holy and f he juit 404 

BEFORE Jehovah's awful throne 4 

Blow yc, the trumpet blow 10 

Begin, my soul, th^ exalted lay 34 

Blest are the souls that hear and know 175 

Begin, my tongue, some heavenly theme 181 

Behold the grace appear 188 

Be still my soul, my friends be still 213 

Before the world l>egan 214 

Bless'd are the eyes that see 215^ 

Brought safely by his hand thus far 216 

Beyond the glittering starry globes 217 

Blest angels, aid us with your song 218 

Behold my servant ! see him rise 265 

Blest morning whose first dawning ray 267 

Before the rosy dawn of day > 344 

Behold ! the sun, whose cheering light 370 

Behold the man! thus Pilate spake 384 

Behold the sure foundation stone 397 

Behold the mountain of the Lord 309 
Begin the high celestial atraln <>S^^ 

By faiib m Cbmt I yfvSk mtli Q(^ ^ 



"Behold I come," the Saviour cries 

Bleat JeBDs, when 

Kiettjubilee, hoir 

Behold 

COME, la 

us iwe 

the Bkiea 

King 
Come -: songB 

. Chriat 

Come, ye that love the Lord 
Come, let ub anew 
V^ould 1 orallperrectlon boast 
Come, ;e It^ nsme 

Come see 

Charged n load 

Come, he Lord 

Chriat as faetla 

Come, good 

Come letua all unite to praiae 
Chriat ia the true 

Come, heavenly love, inspire my aong 
Come sinners lo the goapel feast 
Come, let oyr hearU in mrrcy muse 
Come, ye who know the Saviour'a lore 
Come, ye Bainta who here below 



dwell 
my evening song 
■ Dei thy flock here met 

Set thy throne 

Bei :%^»i thine 

Did for us 

fid not I loT« th««, mj Loid ! 



XINAL wisdom, thee we praise 2 

^al God, almighty cause 3 

aal power, whose high abode 25 

aal life ! how sweet the sound 127 

y attempt or man to gain 224 

nd, my soul, arise and sing 225 
he wide heavens were stretched abroad 307 

ptured with our Jesu^s name 381 

lal beam of light divine 437 

'HER of all, whose powerful voice 6 

er, is not thy promise pledged 1 7 

1 all that dwell below the skies 21 

er how wide thy glories shine 24 

ibove yen glorious ceiling 42 

er of peace and God of love 72 

er, thine everlasting grace IS 

torn these narrow scenes of night 84 

er of mercies, in thy word 122 

er of Jesus Christ my Lord 148 
I. heaven the loud, th* angelic song began 161 

I thee, my God, my joys shall rise 1 74 

iveness ! 'tis a joyful sound 226 

er, to thee my soul 1 lift 251 

er, I sing thy wond'rous grace 252 

adds new charms to earthly bliss 355 

by great glory, mighty Lord 369 

er of angels and of men 402 

I whence this fear and unbelief 463 

of life and love supreme 474 

3r, through thy Son receive 512 

is the Lord, the heavenly king 

»ful notes and numbers bring 20 

[ God, indulge my humble claim 28 

8 king, ye lands rejoice 60 

t Gody whose universal sway 73 

2N ' 



God moves in a mysterious way 
Give to our God immortal praise 
Great God, how infinite art thou 
Great God of wonders ! all thy ways 
Glory to God who reigns above 
God of my life, and author of my days 
Grace ! 'tis a charming sound ! 
God of my life, my 1 hanks to thee 
Great God, to thee my evening song 
Great God, amid the darksome night 
Glory to God on high 
God is the refuge of his saints 
Great source of all the eternal grace 
Go search the scriptures, saith our Lord 
Gracious Jesus, thee I love 
God of unexampled grace 
Giver of concord. Prince of peace 
Great God, at thy command 

HOW shall I speak the eternal God 
He comes ! he comes ! the Judge revere 
Hark, the glad sound ! Messiah comes 
How happy must it be 
How are thy servants bless'd, O Lord 
Hail, hail, revived, reviving spring ! 
Hark, for 'tis God's own son that calls 
How long shall death the tyrant reiga 
How rich the types of future ^ce 
v-'Hark, 'tis the Saviour of mankind 
Heavenly Father, here we bless thee 
How precious is the book divine 
How large the promise ! how divine 
Hark, the voice of love and mercy 
How beauteous are their feet 
Here sYiaW iio VtoxM^ ^\ ^\«a!ka.Y 

Bisli let \» *Yi^VVwflt\s»»V^Wfc\«ik 



How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 247 

Happy the man who inds the graoe 255 

He who on earth as man was known 264 

He comes ! the Saviour full of grace 266 

How wretched was our former state 270 

He lives, the great Redeemer lives 283 

How vast the benefits divine 288 

How shall 1 come before the Lord 294 

He who survejs (he heart of man 314 

Hosanna to the Prince of light 358 

How helpless guilty nature lies d74 

Hail, thou onee despised Jesus ^tfl 

High in the heavens, eternal God 30D 

How is our nature marr'd i)y ^in 396 

Hark, 'tis the voice of wisdom ; hear 466 

High on a throne of glory bright 467 

Had I ten thousand tongues 471 

How sweet to wait upon the Lord 47S 

Hail, high exalted righteous man 48 U' 

Had I ten thousand gifts beside 488 

How bright these glorious spirits shine 502 

How sweet, how heavenly is the sight 508 

I'LL praise my Maker while IVe breath 23 

In boundless mercy, gracious Lord, appear 30 

In God's own house his name adore 97 

In that great day when Jesus comes 149 

I am (saith Christ) your glorious head 157 

In life's first dawn my tender frame 202 

I've cast my legal armour by 232 

I'll sing his dear his sacred name 234 

I know that my Redeemer Uvea 256 

Immoveable thy promise stands 261 

In Christ I've ail my soul's desire 27<^ 
I'm not ashamed to own my VaOt^ *^\ 

I come, the great Redeeoiet cttei *^^ 



In the dear person of his Son 
In glory bright the Saviour reigni 
I love the sacred book of GAl 
In all my troubles sbzirp and strong 
Is this my Jesus, this my Ood 

JESUS, I love thy charming o^me 
Jesus, and shall it erer be 
Jesus, thine unexhausted love 
Jesus shall reign where'er the sun 
Jehovah ! 'tis a glorious name 
Jesus, thj blood and righteousness 
Jesus, all hail ! thou risen Saviour hail 
Just are thy ways and true thy wocd 
Joy to the world ; the Lord is come 
Jesus is all our righteousness 
Jesus, the man divine, we sing 
(/- Jesus the grace revealed 

Jesus, the heavenly Bridegroom, gave 
Jesus engrave it on my heart 
Jesus my all, to heaven is gone 
Jesus ^' is precious," says the word 
Jesu, lover of my soul 
Jesus, thou Prince, thou King of peace 
Jesus, thou sun of righteousness 
Jesu, united by thy grace 
Jesus, th' eternal Son of God 
Jesus, in thy transporting name 
Join all the glorious names 
Jesus is all my righteousness 
Jesud, the Saviour, praise 
Jesus, my God, thy name I blest 
Jesus is my great high priest 
Jesus, thou dearest, sweetest name 
Jesus, In lV\e« o\i\ «^«%V^H»ld 
Jesus, ftveet nAnv^ — ^tio ^^tB»vi^^>at 
KINDRED \ue\«vftN.V»\i\%^^^\ 



King of kings and Lord of lords 2T3 

Kind arethe words (bat Jesus speaks 310 

LET every tongue tby goodness speak 7 

Lord thou art good, all nature shows 8 

Let every mortal ear atteq^l 12 

Let earth and heaven agree 13 

Let all the earth their voices raise 30 

Let party names no more 37 

Let us adore th' eternal word 47 

Lift your heads* ye friends of Jesus 57 

Lo he comes, with clouds descending 58 

Lord dismiss us with thy blessing 80 

Lord, at thy (able we attend 120 

Love is (he strongest tie 151 

Lord, when 1 count thy mercies o'er 107 

Lord, I. have made thy word my choice 1 73 

Let us love, and sing, and woniler 250 

Lord, when my thoughts delighted rove 257 

Lord, when our raptur'd thought surveys 202 

Lord, what is man ? extremes how wide 203 

Laid by Jehovah's mighty hands 282 

Let avarice from shore to shore 205 

Let Christian faith and hope dispel 300 

Lift up to God the voice of praise 350 

Let men on earth, and angels bring 350 

Lord, hast thou made me know thy ways 302 

Let heaven nrise, let earth appear 375 

Lamb of God, we fall before thee 377 

Long had earth's numerous nations sought 423 

Lo he Cometh, countless trumpets 448 

MY God, the spring of all my joys 
My God, how endless is thy love 
My soul, inspired with sacred love 
My shepherd will supply my i\«^«ii 
Mf Qod, My Father, cheenu^ ii»m« 

2TS2 



My Maker and my King 

Mortals awake, with angels join 

My soul arise in joyful lays 

My soul, repeat bis praise 

My fellow sinners bear 

My song shall bless the Ijord of all 

My never-ceasing songs shall show 

My Saviour, my Almighty Friend 

My soul, arise, shake off thy fears 

My God how cheerful is the sound 

My life's a shade, my days 

Bly heart is full of Christ, and longs 

Mark the soft-falling snow 

May God his favouring ear incline 

Meet and right it is to sing 

!My soul, triumphant in the Lord 

My Goil, thy service fvell demands 

NOW begin the heavenly theme 
Now shall our souls with pleasure raise 
Now let our voices join 
Not to an idol-god 
Not hy our works of righteousness 
Now to the Lord, a noble song 
Nature with open volume stands 
Now let us raise our cheerful strains 
Not to the terrors of the Lord 
No more, dear Saviour, will I boast 
Now be our hearts inspir'd to sing 
Now I can read my title clear 
Now let our souls on wings sublime 

OUR Lord is risen from the dead 

O for a sweet inspiring ray 

O for a firm and lively faith 

Oo God we buUd out sure defence 

6 haste the tme> V!iQ»^'S!ra»^ ^ ^^^^ 



O for an OTercoming faith 1 70 

O bless the Lord, my soul 101 

O for a shout of sacred joy 1 02 

O'er those gloomy hills of darkness 105 
On wings of faith, mount up my soul, and rise 106 

On Jordan's stormy bank I stand 107 

O how transporting is the sight 237 

O for a sweet enlightning beam 238 

O grace, what mortal tongue can style 239 

Of Jesus and his precious blood 240 

O how divinely fair 241 

O could I speak the matchless worth 20O 

On earth the song begins 323 

O love I beyond conception great ' 326 

Oh ! love divine, how sweet thou art 328 

On Z ion's glorious summit stood 336 

O happy they who know the Lord 340 

One glance of thine, eternal Lord 351 

Of all the gifts thine hand bestows 368 

O Christ, what gracious words 386 

O how transporting, how divine 388 

Our God, our help in ages past 304 

O all ye nations praise the Lord 305 

O God of Bethel ! by whose hand 308 

O God of my salvation, hear 416 

O God of our forefathers, hear 433 

O thou in whom the Gentiles trust 442 

O God our Father and our King 450 

O the transcendent love 402 

Our God, how firm his prc|p|}e stands 500 

PARENT of nature, God supreme 
Plung'd in a gulph of dark despair 
Praise the Lord, who reigns above 
Praise to God, immortal praise 
Praise to thee tboo great CteoAxn 



Parent of good, we come to then 
Praise) everlasting praise, be paid 
Praise in thy churches waits for thee 
Plung'd in the sable state of sin 
Peace, peace my soul, thou need'st not fear 
Peace . all the sorrows of the heart 
Parent of good ! thy works of might 
Praise ye the Lord, let praise employ 
Praise, O my soul, the living God 

QUIET, Lord, my froward heart 

REJOICE, the Lord is king 
Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings 
Rejoice, believer, in the Lord 
Raise your triumphant songs 
Rejoice, ye Gentile saints, rejoice 

©ALVATiON ! the joyful sound 
6ing to the great Jehovah^s praise 
Salvation ! what a glorious plan 
Sovereign of all the worlds on high 
Sing to the Lord, ye distant lands 
Since thy mercies oft of old 
Sons of men behold him far 
Stand op, my soul, shake off thy fears 
Sons of men, triumphant rise 
So did the Hebrew prophet raise 
So let our lips and lives express 
Sons of God, triumphant rise 
See Aaron« God's anolnled priest 
See on the mount of Calvary 
Sinf; to the Lord, ye heirs of faith 
Saviour of men, and Lord of love 
SeeipeTey^tMTC^ ^tooion high 
Sing) y« te4««m«A o\ ^JmiYjksAl 
So fait «^ ls«c«\»^««''^'«^^^^^'^ 



Shall lojnl nalioni h&U the diy 
Sbout, Tor (he great Redeetner retgni 
Since mj Redeemer*! name is love 

THE BpaciouB Grmatneiit od high 

The Lord r^fli prapare 

The great rS 

The Lord ahall wipe anay all lean 

Thou, lord hath uid 

'Twas on (hat night when doom'd to know 

The God of Abrah'ai praiut 

Tho' affright 

VJi 'tia 

Thy Dioment we find 

The It UB praise 

The thy k'wTi Lord 
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Tol!o«Uh»' only i>-..' 
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Thus sai til the churches' head 1 94 

The glorious armies of the sky 1 08 

Thou didst, O mighty God ! exist 1 90 

The festal moru, my God, is coine 200 

The Lord on high proclaims 204 

To our Redeemer's glorious name 244 

The Saviour calls his people sheep 249 

'Tis finished ! the Messiah dies 258 

The sinner, who, by precious faith 250 

The countless multitude on high 272 

Thy goodness, Lord, our souls confess 274 

To us a child is born from heaven 275 

Thou dear Redeemer — dying Lamb 285 
The Bible is justly esteem'd ^ 301 

The righteous Lord^ supremely great 302 

TThe wonders, Lord, thy love has wrought 305 

Thy name, Almighty Lord 306 

'Tis finish'd, our Immanuel cried 308 

There is an house not made with hands 310 

There is a land of pure delight 31 7 

Thrice happy souls, who born from heav*a 321 

Thou only sovereign of my heart 331 

Till God the sinner's mind illume 332 

The glorious gospel of our God 334 

'Tis tinish'd, cried the Lamb of God 342 

To Christ the Lord let ev'ry tongue 300 

Th' unchangeable Jehovah saith 371 

There is a sacred name 389 

Thus saith the Lord, your work is vain 391 

The king oF heaven, how Tair his face 392 

'Tis by thy strength the mountains stand 393 

The race Ihat long in darkness pin'd 400 

The pi-ners joy Till pound 401 

The ra\\\t'T'* \v>\^ V^ xw^w^o free 413/ 

The LOTU, W\c. O^ o\ ^Qx>i x^Vjja 417 



^Twas (irom thy hand, great Ged, I came 41d 

The Saviour comes, the Lord u here- 436 

The sun of righteousness appears 440 

To God my Saviour praise is due 445 

The Satiour bears a lovely name 452 

Though o'er me multiplied distress 462 

Thanks, O my God, for grace divine 473 

Thy covenant, O Lord 470 

The Lord my shepherd and my guide 482 

This is the day the Lord hath made 485 

The gospel comes with welcome news 409 

The best of wisdom is to know 503 

'Twas Jesu's last and great command 509 

VITAL spark of heavenly flame 53 

WELCOME to me this soft this silent da¥m 49 

"Why do we mourn departing friends 54 

Why should we start and fear to die 55 
Wheu all thy mercies, O my God 104, 105 

Whilst we surround this festal lioard 139 

While on the verge of life I stand 123 

We sing the Saviour's love 139 

What tho' earthly comforts should fly 131 

When God is nigh, my faith is strong 1 72 

We own the grace divine 190 
When my breast labours with oppressive care 201 

We sing to-day his matchless fame 245 

When we the sacred grave survey 269 

When sins and fears prevailing rise 284 

When to his Father's fond embrace 293 

While my Redeemer's near 299 

We search thy glorious word, O God 318 

>When elements and time will fade 338 v 
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While shepherds watch'd their flocks by ni| 
With what resplendent beauty shone 
i Whilst we are marching through 
What wisdom, majesty, and grace 
What matchless §lory and what grace 
Wake thou my sword ! Jehovah said 
Wait, O my soul, thy Maker's will 
When I survey the wond'roas cross 
While here on earth I'm call'd to stay 

TE folfwers of the prince of peace 

Te tribes of Adam join 

Ye bless'd inhabitants of heaven 

Tes, the Redeemer rose 

Te wretched, hungry, starving poor 

Yonder, amazing sight ! I see 

Ye mourning souls, dry up your tears 

Ye saints exult in Jesu's name 

Ye humble saints proclaim abroad 

Ye sons of men with joy record 

Ye worlds of light, that roll so near 

Ye mourning sinners, here disclose 

Yet) saith the Lord, if David's race 

Yes, I shall soon be landed 

Ye humble souls, approach your God 

Ye humble souls, complain no more 

Your harps, ye trembling saints 

ZEAL is that pure and heavenly flame 
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